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CHAPTER I 

THE CAPTUBE OF THE " WEYMOUTH " — AND WHAT FT LED 

TO 

|HE French probably never did a more auda- 
cious thing than when, on the night of Oc- 
tober 26th, 1804, a party of forty odd of 
them left the lugger Belle Marie hove-to in 
Weymouth Roads and pulled, with muffled oars, in 
three boats, into the harbour ; from whence they suc- 
ceeded in carrying out to sea the newly-arrived West 
Indian trader Weyirwvih, loaded with a full cargo of 
rum, sugar, and tobacco. The expedition was admira- 
bly planned, the night chosen being that upon which 
the new moon occurred ; it was a dismal, rainy, and 
exceptionally dark night, with a strong breeze blow- 
ing from the south-west; the hour was about two 
o'clock a.m. ; there was an ebb tide running ; and the 
ship — which had only arrived late in the afternoon 
of the previous day — was the outside vessel in a tier 
of three; the Frenchmen had, therefore, nothing 
whatever to do but to cut the craft adrift and allow her 
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to glide, silent as a ghost, down the harbour with bare 
poles, under the combined influence of the strong wind 
and the ebb tide. There was not a soul stirring about 
the quays at that hour; nobody, therefore, saw the 
ship go out ; and the two custom-house officers and the 
watchman — the only Englishmen aboard her — were 
fast asleep, and were secured before they had time or 
opportunity to raise an alarm. So neatly, indeed, was 
the trick done that the first intimation poor old Peter 
White — the owner of the ship and cargo — had of his 
loss was when, at the first streak of dawn, he slipped 
out of bed and went to the window to gloat over the 
sight of the safely-arrived ship, moored immediately 
opposite his house but on the other side of the har- 
bour, where she had been berthed upon her arrival on 
the previous afternoon. The poor old gentleman could 
scarcely credit his eyes when those organs informed 
him that the berth, occupied but a few hours previ- 
ously, was now vacant. He looked, and looked, and 
looked again ; and finally he caught sight of thg ropes 
by which the Wei/mouth had been moored, dangling in 
the water from the bows and quarters of the ships to 
which she had been made fast. Then an inkling of the 
truth burst upon him, and, hastily donning his clothes, 
he rushed downstairs, let himself out of the house, and 
sped like a madman down the High Street, across 
Hope Square, and so on to the Nothe, in the forlorn 
hope that the ship, which, with her cargo, represented 
the bulk of the savings of a lifetime, might still be in 
sight. And to his inexpressible joy she was ; not only 
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so, she was scarcely two miles off the port, under sail, 
and heading for the harbour in company with a Brit- 
ish sloop-of-war. She had been recaptured, and ere 
the news of her audacious seizure had reached the ears 
of more than a few of the townspeople she was back 
again in her former berth, and safely moored by 
chains to the quay. 

It was clear to me, and to the rest of the Weymouth's 
crew, when we mustered that same morning to be paid 
off, that the incident had inflicted a terribly severe 
shock upon Mr. White's nerves. The poor old boy 
looked a good ten years older than when he had board- 
ed us in the roads on the previous afternoon and had 
shaken hands with Captain Winter as he welcomed 
him home and congratulated him upon having suc- 
cessfully eluded the enemy's cruisers and privateers ; 
but there was a fierce glitter in his eyes and a firm, 
determined look about his mouth which I, for one, 
took as an indication that the fright, severe as it un- 
doubtedly was, had not quelled the old man's courage. 

The capture of the ship by the Frenchmen occurred 
during the early hours of a Friday morning ; and on 
the following Tuesday evening I received a message 
from Mr. White, asking me to call upon him, at his 
office, next day at noon. Punctual to the moment, I 
presented myself, and was at once ushered into the 
old gentleman's private sanctum, where I found my 
employer seated at his desk, with several bundles of 
papers lying before him. He shook hands with me 
very cordially, and signed to me to be seated. 
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" Let me see, George," he commenced. " Your in- 
dentures will soon expire, will they not ? " 

" Yes, Mr. White," I answered. " I shall be out of 
my time on the sixteenth of next month." 

" Just so ; just so. I thought that they would have 
about a month to run ; but have been too busy the last 
few days to ascertain the precise date. Well, George," 
he continued, " I have come to the conclusion that the 
Weymouth must be laid up, for the present at all 
events. Her capture the other night has opened my 
eyes more completely than they have ever been opened 
before, to the risk of working an unarmed ship during 
war-time. Were I to continue to do so, and the ship 
should happen to be captured, it would go far toward 
ruining me ; and I am too old to endure such a loss ; 
so I have made up my mind to lay up the Weymouth 
while the war lasts. But there is good money to be 
made, even in war-time, if a man goes the right way to 
work. Privateering is a very profitable business when 
it can be carried on successfully ; and success depends 
as much as anything upon the kind of men employed. 
I have been having a chat with Captain Winter upon 
the subject, with the result that I have purchased the 
schooner that they are now finishing off in Martin's 
building-yard ; and I intend to fit her out as a priva- 
teer ; that being the kind of work, in fact, that she has 
been especially built for. Captain Winter will have 
the command of her, of course, with Mr. Lovell as 
chief mate ; and, George, upon the captain's very 
strong recommendation, I have determined to offer 
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you the berth of second mate. It will take more than 
a month to complete the schooner and fit her for sea ; 
and by that time your indentures will have expired. 
Captain Winter gives you a most excellent character, 
and has recommended you for the berth ; and from 
what I have seen of you, my lad, I have come to the 
conclusion that I shall not go very far wrong in giv- 
ing it to you. Nay, you owe me no thanks, boy ; you 
have earned the refusal of the offer by your steadiness 
and industry, so it is yours, freely, if you like to have 
it. I do not want you to make up your mind and an- 
swer me yea or nay upon the spur of the moment; 
take a little time to consider the matter if you like, and 
let me know by the end of the week." 

I needed no time for consideration, however; the 
offer was altogether too good and advantageous in 
every way to be left hanging in the balance, as it were. 
I therefore thankfully accepted it on the spot, and the 
question of pay and prize-money then being gone into 
and settled upon a very satisfactory basis, so far as I 
was concerned, I took my leave, and hurried off home 
to acquaint my relatives with my good fortune. 

Now the reader will have gathered from the fore- 
going that at the period of the opening of my story I 
was a sailor, and quite a young man ; and probably I 
need say but little more to complete the acquaintance 
thus begun. 

My name is George Bowen, and I was the only son 
of my father, Captain Bowen, who was believed to have 
been drowned at sea — his ship never having been 
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heard of after leaving" England for the South Seas — 
when I was a little chap of only six years old. My 
sister Dora was born just about the time that it was 
supposed my father must have perished, and a year 
later my poor mother died, broken-hearted at the loss 
of a husband that she positively idolized. Thus, we 
two — Dora and I — were left orphans at a very early 
age, and were forthwith taken into the motherly care 
of Aunt Sophie, who had no children of her own. 
Poor Aunt Sophie! I am afraid I led her a terrible 
life ; for I was, almost from my birth, a big, strong, 
high-spirited boy, impatient of control, and resolute to 
have my own way. But Dora— ah! Dora, with her 
sweet, docile disposition, made ample amends for all 
my shortcomings, and in the end, by her gentle per- 
suasiveness, did much to subdue my rebellious spirit 
and render me amenable to domestic discipline. 

We were both exceptionally well educated, as educa- 
tion went then ; for Uncle Jack — Aunt Sophie's hus- 
band — was a clever, long-headed fellow, who believed 
that it was not possible for a man to know too much ; 
so Dora, in addition to receiving a sound English 
education, was taught French, music, and, in fact, the 
general run of what was then known as " accomplish- 
ments," while I, in addition also to a good sound Eng- 
lish education, was taught French, Latin, and mathe- 
matics, including geometry, algebra, and trigonometry. 
I was allowed to continue at school until my fourteenth 
birthday, when, in consequence of my strong predi- 
lection for the sea as a profession, I was apprenticed 
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by Uncle Jack to Mr. White for a period of seven 
years. The first year of my apprenticeship was spent 
aboard a collier, trading between the Tyne and Wey- 
mouth; then I was transferred for three years to a 
Levant trader ; and finally I was promoted — as I con- 
sidered it — into the Weymouth, West Indiaman, which 
brings me back to the point from whence this bit of 
explanation started. 

The modest cottage which I called home was situ- 
ated in the picturesque little village of Wyke ; I had 
therefore a walk of some two miles before me when I 
left Mr. White's office ; and as I sped along the road I 
beguiled the way by building the most magnificent of 
castles in the air. After the brief peace of Amiens, 
war had again broken out in May of the preceding 
year ; and everybody was of opinion that the struggle 
which then commenced was destined to be of quite 
exceptional duration and severity. Then, again, it 
was well known that Spain was only waiting for a 
sufficiently plausible pretext to declare war against 
us ; and that pretext, it was believed, would be found 
in the capture by a British squadron of the three 
Spanish treasure-ships, Medea, Clara, and Fama, news 
of which had just reached England. All this was of 
course simply disastrous from a commercial point of 
view ; but for navy men and privateersmen it opened 
up a long vista of opportunities to win both distinction 
and fortune ; for it gave us the marine commerce of 
three rich and powerful nations — France, Holland, and 
Spain — as a lawful prey. Fortunes of almost fabulous 
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magnitude had been made by lucky privateersmen 
during the last war; and was there not even then 
living in Weymouth the heroic Captain Tizard, who 
had captured a Spanish Plate ship and sailed into 
Plymouth Sound with his prize in tow, and a massive 
gold candlestick glittering at each mast-head ? And 
if others had done such things, why not we ? I knew 
Captain Winter for a man who not only had every 
detail of his profession at his fingers' ends, but who 
also combined the highest courage with the nicest 
discretion and a subtlety of resource that had already 
served us in good stead on more than one occasion. 
Then there was Robert Lovell, our chief mate, late of 
the Weymouth. He, like the captain, was a finished 
seaman ; bold as a lion ; and knew exactly how to deal 
with a crew, encouraging those who did their duty, 
while the idle skulkers found in him a terrible enemy. 

Our late second mate — a man named Penrose, who 
had only been one voyage with us — had not given the 
skipper satisfaction ; he had proved to be untrust- 
worthy, overbearing, obstinate, unscrupulous, and 
altogether objectionable, so I was not at all surprised 
to find that he had been passed over ; but it was a sur- 
prise, and a most agreeable one, too, to learn that the 
captain had recommended me in place of him. It was 
a responsible post, more so even than that of second 
mate in an ordinary trader ; but I had no fear of my- 
self, and was quite determined to leave nothing undone 
to justify "the old man's" recommendation. 

Thus pondering, I soon found myself at home. Truth 
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compels me to admit that I was greatly disappointed 
with the reception that my good news met with at the 
hands of Aunt Sophie and Dora. Instead of congratu- 
lating me they wept ! wept because I was so soon to 
leave them again, and because of the dangerous char- 
acter of my new berth ! They declared their convic- 
tion that I should be killed by the first enemy that we 
might happen to fall in with ; or, if I were fortunate 
enough to escape death, that I should be brought home 
to them a miserable, helpless cripple, minus a leg and 
arm or two, and all that Uncle Jack and I could say 
failed to shake that conviction. Dora even went so 
far as to endeavour to coax me to decline the berth ; 
and only desisted upon my representation that, were I 
so foolish as to do so, I should inevitably be snapped 
up by the press-gang. That, and the indisputable 
fact — which they appeared to have forgotten — that 
there were at least a dozen men in Weymouth alone 
who had gone through the whole of the last war with- 
out receiving so much as a scratch, brought them to 
regard the matter somewhat more resignedly ; and at 
length, when they had all but cried themselves blind, 
Uncle Jack's cheery and sanguine arguments began 
to tell upon them so effectually, that they dried their 
tears and announced their determination to hope for 
the best. 

Strange to say, although I had been at home six 
days, I had hitherto been so busy, running about with 
Dora, and calling upon a rather numerous circle of 
friends that, up to the time of receiving Mr. White's 
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offer, I Lad not found time to do more than just become 
aware of the fact that Mr. Joe Martin, our local ship- 
builder, happened to have a very fine craft upon the 
stocks, well advanced toward completion. Now, how- 
ever, that it had come about that I was to serve on 
board that same craft as " dickey," I was all impatience 
to see what she was like ; so, the next day happening 
to be fine, I set off, the first thing after breakfast, and, 
walking in to Weymouth, made my way straight to the 
shipyard. As I reached the gates I caught my first 
near view of her, and stood entranced. She was planked 
right up to her covering-board, and while one strong 
gang of workmen was busy fitting her bulwarks, an- 
other gang, upon stages, was hard at work caulking 
her, a third gang under her bottom having apparently 
just commenced the operation of coppering. She was, 
consequently, not presented to my view in her most at- 
tractive guise ; nevertheless, she being entirely out of the 
water, I was able to note all her beauties, and I fell in 
love with her on the spot. She was a much bigger 
craft than I had expected to see ; measuring, as I was 
presently told, exactly two hundred and sixty-six tons. 
She was very shallow, her load-line being only seven 
feet above the lowest part of her unusually deep keel, 
but this was more than counterbalanced by her extra- 
ordinary breadth of beam. She had a very long, flat 
floor, and, despite her excessive beam, her lines were 
the finest that I had ever seen — and that is saying a 
great deal, for I had seen in the West Indies some of 
the most speedy slavers afloat. Altogether she im- 
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pressed me as a vessel likely to prove not only phe- 
nomenally fast but also a perfect sea-boat. She was 
pierced for four guns of a side, with two stern-chasers ; 
and there was a pivot on her forecastle for a long 
eighteen-pounder ; she would therefore carry an arma- 
ment formidable enough to enable us to go anywhere 
and do anything — in reason. 

Having thoroughly inspected her from outside, and 
gone down under her bottom, I next made my way on 
board, and went down below to have a look at her in- 
terior accommodation. This I found to be everything 
that could possibly be desired ; the arrangements had 
evidently been carefully planned with a view to secur- 
ing to the crew the maximum possible amount of com- 
fort ; the cabins were large, and as lofty as the shallow 
depth of the vessel would allow ; there was every con- 
venience in the state-rooms in the shape of drawers, 
lockers, sofas, folding tables, shelves, cupboards, and 
so on ; and the living quarters were not only light, airy, 
and comfortable, but were being finished off with great 
taste and considerable pretensions to luxury. While I 
was prowling about below I encountered Harry Martin, 
the son of the builder, who told me that Mr. White, 
when completing the purchase of the vessel, had given 
instructions that no reasonable expense was to be 
spared in making the craft as thoroughly suitable as 
possible for the service of a privateer. I spent fully 
two hours on board, prying into every nook and cranny 
of the vessel, and making myself thoroughly familiar 
with the whole of her interior arrangements, and then 
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left, well satisfied with my prospects as second mate of 
so smart and comfortable a craft. 

As I was crossing Hope Square, toward the foot of 
Scrambridge Hill, on my way home again, I met Cap- 
tain Winter, who, after congratulating me upon my ap- 
pointment, informed me that he had secured carte 
blanclie from the owner as to the number of the crew, 
and that he was determined to have the vessel strongly 
manned enough to enable her to keep at sea even after 
sending away a prize crew or two. He was therefore 
anxious to secure as many good men as possible, and 
he suggested that I could not better employ my spare 
time than in looking about for such, and sending to 
him as many as I could find. This I did ; and as the 
skipper and Mr. Lovell, the chief mate, were both in- 
dustriously engaged in the same manner, we contrived, 
by the time that the schooner was ready for sea, to 
scrape together a crew of ninety men, all told — a large 
proportion of whom were Portlanders, — as fine fellows, 
for the most part, as ever trod a plank. 

The schooner was launched a fortnight from the day 
upon which I had first visited her, and as she slid off 
the ways Joe Martin's youngest daughter christened 
her, giving her the name of the Dolphin. She was 
launched with her two lower masts in, and was at once 
taken up the harbour and moored opposite Mr. White's 
warehouse, where the work of rigging her and getting 
her guns and stores on board was forthwith commenced. 
Thenceforward I was kept busy every day, assisting 
the skipper and Mr. Lovell in the task of fitting-out ; 
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and so diligently did we work that by mid-day of the 
26th of November the Dolphin was all ataunto and 
ready for sea. And a very handsome, rakish, and for- 
midable craft she looked, as she lay alongside the quay, 
her enormously long and delicately -tapering masts 
towering high above the warehouse roof; her wide- 
spreading yards, extending far over the quay, accu- 
rately squared ; her standing and running rigging as 
taut and straight as iron bars; her ten long nine- 
pounders grinning beneath her triced-up port-lids ; her 
brightly -polished brass long eighteen-pounder mount- 
ed upon her forecastle ; her spacious deck scraped and 
scoured until it was as white as snow ; and her new 
copper and her black topsides gleaming and shimmer^ 
ing in the gently-rippling tide. Day after day, as the 
work of fitting-out progressed, the quay was crowded 
with people who came down to watch our operations 
and admire the schooner ; and so favourable was the 
impression she created that, had we been in want of 
men, we could have secured volunteers in plenty from 
among the idlers who spent day after day alongside, 
watching us at work, and speculating among them- 
selves — with their hands in their pockets — as to the 
measure of success that our bold venture was likely to 
meet with. 

When we knocked off work at noon, to go to dinner, 
our work was completed ; and as Mr. White had taken 
care to secure our letters-of-marque in good time, it 
was determined that the Dolphin should proceed to sea 
that same evening, the crew having already signed 
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articles, and been warned to hold themselves in read- 
iness for a start at a moment's notice. As for me, my 
traps were already on board, and nicely arranged in 
my cabin— my sister Dora having, with her usual ten- 
derness of affection, insisted upon attending to this 
matter herself — there was therefore nothing for me to 
do but to go home, say good-bye, and rejoin the ship. 
This ceremony I had always found to be a most pain- 
ful business ; but it was especially so in the present 
case ; for I was not only once more about to brave the 
ordinary perils incidental to a sailor's life, but was, in 
addition, to be exposed to the still greater hazards in- 
volved in battle with the enemy. Poor Dora and my 
aunt were but too well aware, from the experience of 
others in the last war, what these hazards were ; they 
knew how many men had gone out from their homes, 
hale, strong, and full of enthusiasm, either to find 
death in their first engagement, or to be brought back, 
sooner or later, maimed, helpless, and physically ruined 
for the remainder of their lives ; and, as tender, loving 
women will, they anticipated one or another of these 
evils for me, and were therefore distressed beyond all 
hope of comfort. Nor could I shut my eyes to the pos- 
sibility that their forebodings might come true, and 
that I might therefore be looking upon their dear faces 
for the last time. To bid them farewell, therefore, and 
tear myself from their clinging arms was a most pain- 
ful business ; and it was not until I had returned to the 
Dolphin, and was busying myself about the final 
preparations for our departure, that I was able in 
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some degree to recover my equanimity and get rid of 
the troublesome lump that would keep rising in my 
throat. 



CHAPTER II 

A FOGGY NIGHT IN THE CHANNEL 

rpHE town clock was striking four when, the muster 
■■- roll having been called and all hands being found 
to be on board, we cast off the shore-fasts and, under 
the influence of a light, keen, frosty air from the north- 
ward, went gliding down the harbour under main- 
sail and flying-jib, fully two hundred people following 
us along the quay and cheering us as we went. The 
Dolphin was the first privateer that Weymouth had 
fitted out since the last declaration of war, and the en- 
thusiasm was intense ; for, in addition to the foregoing 
circumstance, she was the largest, most powerful, and 
most heavily manned privateer that had ever sailed out 
of the port ; our full complement numbering no less 
than ninety, all told, including a surgeon, every one of 
whom was either a Weymouth or a Portland man ; 
consequently there were plenty of friends and rela- 
tives to see us start and bid us God-speed. 

Upon clearing the harbour all sail was at once made 
upon the schooner, our object being, of course, to 
reach the open channel as quickly as possible — when 
we might hope to fall athwart a prize at any moment, 
— and a noble picture we must have made as, edging 
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away to pass out round Portland, our noble spaces of 
new, white canvas were expanded one after the other, 
until we were under all plain sail, to our royal. 

The day had been one of those quiet gray days that 
occasionally occur about the latter end of November ; 
the sky a pallid, shapeless canopy of colourless cloud 
through which the sun at long intervals became faintly 
distinguishable for a few minutes at a time, then van- 
ished again. There was little or no wind to speak 
of, the faint breathing that prevailed being from the 
northward. The air was very keen, the atmosphere so 
thick that our horizon was contracted to a limit of 
scarcely three miles, and it looked very much as 
though, with nightfall, we should have a fog. The 
moon was a long time past the full, and the small cres- 
cent to which she had been reduced would not rise 
until very late ; there was a prospect, therefore, that 
the coming night would be both dark and thick ; just 
the kind of night, in fact, when we might hope to blun- 
der up against a ship belonging to the enemy, and 
take her by surprise. 

Captain Winters plan was to run across to the 
French coast, make Cherbourg, and then cruise to the 
westward, in the hope that, by so doing, we should 
either pick up a French homeward-bound merchant- 
man, or succeed in recapturing one of the prizes that 
the French privateers occasionally captured in the 
Channel and generally sent into Cherbourg or St. Malo. 
Should we fail in this, his next "project was to cruise in 
the chops of the Channel for a fortnight, and then re- 
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turn to Weymouth to replenish our stores and water ; 
it being hoped that by that time something definite 
would be known as to the prospects of war with Spain. 

Our course took us close past the easternmost ex- 
tremity of Portland — the highest point of the miscalled 
" island ; " and by the time that we had drifted across 
the bay — for our progress could scarcely be called 
more than drifting — the fog had settled down so thickly 
that, had we not by good fortune happened to have 
heard two men calling to each other ashore, we should 
have plumped the schooner on to the rocks at the base 
of the cliff before seeing the land. Even as it was, it 
was touch and go with us ; for although the helm was 
put hard a-starboard at the first sound of the men's 
voices, we were so close in that, as the schooner 
swerved heavily round, we just grazed a great rock, 
the head of which was sticking out of the water. But 
we now knew pretty well where we were, and hauling 
well off the land, out of further danger, we shaped a 
course that would take us well clear of the Shambles, 
and so stretched away athwart the Channel. 

By the time that we had hauled off the land about a 
mile it had fallen as dark as a wolfs mouth, with a fog 
so thick that, what with it and the darkness together, 
it was impossible to see as far as the foremast from the 
main rigging, while the wind had fallen so light that 
our canvas flapped and rustled with every heave of the 
schooner upon the short Channel swell ; yet, by heav- 
ing the log, we found that the Dolphin was slinking 
through the water at the rate of close upon three knots 
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in the hour, while she was perfectly obedient to her 
helm. The most profound silence prevailed fore and 
aft ; for Captain Winter had given instructions that the 
bells were not to be struck, and that all orders were to 
be passed quietly along the deck by word of mouth. 
The binnacle light was also carefully masked, and the 
skylight obscured by a close-fitting painted canvas 
cover that had been made for the express purpose. 
There was, therefore, nothing whatever to betray our 
presence except the soft rustling of our canvas, and, as 
the same sounds would prevail on board any other craft 
that might happen to drift within our vicinity, we were 
in hopes that, by keeping our ears wide open, we might 
become aware of their presence before our own was be- 
trayed. It is true that these precautions greatly in- 
creased the risk of collision with other vessels ; but we 
trusted that the watchfulness upon which we depended 
for the discovery of other craft in our neighbourhood 
would suffice to avert any such danger. 

In this way the time slowly dragged along until mid- 
night, when I was called to take charge of the deck. 
Upon turning out I found that there was no improve- 
ment in the weather, except that the faint breathing 
from the northward had strengthened sufficiently to put 
our canvas to sleep, and to increase our speed to a trifle 
over six knots ; but it was just as dark and thick as 
ever. Lovell, whom I was relieving, informed me that 
nothing whatever had been seen or heard during his 
watch ; and that now, by our dead reckoning, we were, 
as nearly as possible, thirty miles south-by-west of 
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Portland Bill. The skipper was still on deck ; he had 
been up all through the first watch, and announced his 
intention of keeping the deck until the weather should 
clear. The night was now bitterly cold and frosty ; the 
rail, the ropes coiled upon the pins, the companion 
slide, even the glass of the binnacle, all were thickly 
coated with rime, and the decks were slippery with it. 

It was close upon two bells ; and everything on board 
the Dolphin was silent as the grave, no sound being 
audible save the soft seething of the water past the 
bends, and the "gush" of the wave created by the 
plunge of the schooner's sharp bows into the hollows 
of the swell, when the skipper, who was standing near 
me on the starboard side of the binnacle, sucking away 
at a short pipe, caught hold of my arm and said in a 
low tone : 

" Listen, Bowen ! you have sharp ears. Tell me if 
you hear anything hereaway on the starboard bow ? " 

I listened intently for some seconds without hearing 
anything, and was about to say so, when I thought I 
caught a faint sound, as of the creaking of a boom ; and 
at the same instant the two look-out men on the fore- 
castle, forgetting, in the imminence of the danger, their 
instructions to be silent, simultaneously shouted, in 
sharp, incisive tones : 

" Hard a-port ! Hard over ! there's a big ship right 
under our bows ! " 

There was nothing whatever to be seen from where 
the skipper and I stood, but the cry was too imperative 
to be neglected ; I therefore sprang with one bound to 
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the wheel and assisted the helmsman to put it hard 
over, while the skipper rushed forward to see for him- 
self what it was that was reported to be in our way. 

I had but grasped the spokes of the wheel when I 
heard a cry, close ahead of us, of : 

" There's a small craft close aboard of us on our lar- 
board beam, sir ! " followed by a confused rush of feet 
along a ship's deck, and an order to " put the helm 
hard-a-starboard, and call the captain ! " 

These sounds appeared to be so close aboard of us that 
I involuntarily braced myself against the expected im- 
pact of the two vessels ; but the next moment, through 
the dense fog, I saw the faint glimmer of a light open- 
ing out clear of our foremast, saw a huge, dark, shape- 
less blot go drifting away on to our port bow, and heard 
a sharp hail from the stranger. 

" Schooner ahoy ! What schooner is that ? " 

" The Dolphin, privateer, of Weymouth. What ship 
is that ? " answered the skipper. 

" The Hoogly, East Indiaman ; Calcutta to London. 
Can you tell me whereabouts we are ? " 

"Thirty-six miles south-by-west of Portland Bill," 
answered the skipper. 

" Much obliged to you, sir," came the faint acknowl- 
edgment from the Indiaman, already out of sight 
again in the fog. This was followed by some further 
communication — apparently a question, from the tone 
of voice, — but the two vessels had by this time drawn 
so far apart from each other that the words were unin- 
telligible, and the captain made no endeavour to reply ; 
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coming aft again and resuming his former position near 
the binnacle. 

He and I were still discussing in low tones our nar- 
row escape from a disastrous collision, some ten 
minutes having elapsed since we had lost sight of the 
Hoogly, when suddenly a faint crash was heard, some- 
where away on our port quarter, immediately followed 
by shouts and cries, and a confused popping of pistols, 
which lasted about a minute; when all became as 
suddenly silent again. 

" Hillo ! " ejaculated the skipper, turning hastily to 
the binnacle, as the first sounds were heard, and taking 
the bearing of them, as nearly as possible ; " there's 
something wrong with the Indiaman ; it sounds very 
much as though one of the rascally, prowling, French 
lugger privateers had run him aboard and — " 

" D'ye hear that rumpus away out on the larboard 
quarter, sir ? " hailed one of the men on the forecastle. 

"Ay, ay, my lad, we hear it ; we're not asleep at this 
end of the ship ! " answered Winter. " Depend upon 
it, George," he continued to me, " the Iloogly has been 
boarded and carried by a Frenchman. There ! " as 
the sounds ceased, " it is all over, whatever it is. 
We will haul up a bit, and see if we can discover what 
has happened. Starboard, my man ! " to the man at 
the wheel ; " starboard, and let her come up to full 
and by. Hands to the sheets and braces, Mr. Bowen. 
Brace sharp up on the larboard tack ; and then let 
the men cast loose the guns and load them. Call all 
hands quietly, and let them go to quarters." 
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The skipper peered into the binnacle again. 

" Nor' -east, half east ! " he continued, referring to 
the direction in which the schooner was now heading : 
"If we are in luck we ought to come athwart the 
Indiaman again in about twenty minutes — that is to 
say, if they have hove her to in order to transfer the 
prisoners." 

He pulled out his watch, noted the time, and re- 
placed the watch in his pocket. "Just slip for'ard, 
Mr. Bowen, and caution the hands to be as quiet as 
possible over their work," said he. "And give the 
look-out men a hint to keep their eyes skinned. The 
French have undoubtedly taken the Indiaman by sur- 
prise ; now we must see if we cannot give the French- 
men a surprise in turn." 

I went forward to execute my orders ; and upon my 
return found the skipper, watch in hand, talking to 
the chief mate, who, with the rest of the watch below, 
had been called. Meanwhile the crew were at quarters, 
and, having cast loose the guns, were busily loading 
them, the work being carried on as quietly as possible. 
As I rejoined the skipper, the arms-chest was brought 
on deck ; and in a few minutes each man was armed 
with a cutlass and a brace of pistols. 

By the time that these preparations were completed, 
the twenty minutes allowed us by Captain "Winter to 
reach the scene of the recent disturbance had elapsed, 
and our topsail was laid to the mast, the word being 
passed along the deck for absolute silence to be main- 
tained, and for each man to listen with all his ears, and 
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to come aft and report if he heard any sound. Then 
we all fell to listening with bated breath ; but not a 
sound was to be heard save the gurgle and wash of the 
water about the rudder as the schooner rose and fell 
gently to the lift of the sea. 

In this way a full quarter of an hour was allowed to 
elapse, at the expiration of which the skipper re- 
marked : 

" Well, it is clear that, wherever the Indiaman may 
be, she is not hereabout. If, as I believe, she has 
been attacked, and has beaten the Frenchman off, she 
has of course proceeded on up channel ; but if she has 
been taken, her captors have evidently headed at once 
for some French port, possibly having been near 
enough to have heard the hails that passed between 
us. If that was the case they would naturally be 
anxious to get away from the neighbourhood of their 
exploit as quickly as possible, for fear of being inter- 
fered with. And, assuming this supposition of mine 
to be correct, they will be certain to make for the 
nearest French port ; which, in this case, is Cherbourg. 
"We will therefore resume our course toward Cher- 
bourg, when, if we are lucky, we may get a sight 
of both the Indiaman and the privateer at daybreak, 
if this confounded fog will only lift." 

We accordingly squared away once more upon our 
former course, which we followed until morning with- 
out hearing or seeing anything of the vessels for 
which wo were looking. 

This being our first night out, and my watch be- 
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ing the starboard watch, I was relieved by Ijovell 
at four o'clock a.m., and under ordinary circum- 
stances should not have been called until seven 
bells, or half-past seven. But I was not greatly sur- 
prised when, on being called, I found that it was still 
dark, the time being five bells. It was Lovell who 
called me. 

" George ! " he exclaimed, shaking me by the 
shoulder. " George ! rouse and bitt, my lad ; tumble 
out ! The fog is clearing away, and the cap'n expects 
to make out the Indiaman at any moment, so it's * all 
hands.' Hurry up, my hearty ! " 

" Ay, ay," grumbled I, only half awake ; " 111 be up 
in a brace of shakes." 

And as Lovell quitted my cabin and returned to the 
deck, I rolled out of my bunk and hurriedly began to 
dress by the lamp that the chief mate had been con- 
siderate enough to light for my convenience. 

"When I went on deck I found that, as Lovell had 
stated, the fog was clearing away, a few stars showing 
out here and there overhead ; moreover the wind had 
hauled round from the eastward and was now blowing 
a fresh topgallant breeze that had already raised a 
short choppy sea, over which the Dolphin was plunging 
as lightly and buoyantly as a sea-gull, doing her seven 
knots easily, although the skipper had taken all the 
square canvas off her, letting her go along under main- 
sail, foresail, staysail, and jibs. There was nothing to 
be seen, as the fog still lay thick on the water; but 
there were indications that it would probably lift be- 
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fore long", and Captain Winter had therefore ordered 
all hands to be called, so that we might be ready for 
any emergency that might arise. 

" Sorry to have been obliged to disturb you, George, 
before your time," said the skipper, as I appeared on 
deck ; " but the fog shows signs of clearing, and I want 
to be ready to act decisively the moment that we catch 
sight of the Iudiaman." 

" Quite so, sir," I replied. " Where do you expect 
to make her ? " 

" Ah ! " he answered ; " that's just the question that 
has been puzzling me. We did not see enough of her 
last night to enable us to judge very accurately what 
her rate of sailing may be ; but I rather fancy, from 
the glimpse we caught of her, that she is something of 
a slow ship, and, if so, we may have run past her. At 
the same time, if the French have got hold of her — of 
which I have very little doubt — they would be pretty 
certain to crowd sail upon her in order to get well 
over toward their own coast before daylight. I have 
shortened sail, as you see, so as to reduce our own 
speed as nearly as possible to what I judge hers will 
be ; but this schooner is a perfect flyer — there's no 
holding her,— and it would not surprise me a bit to 
find that we have shot ahead of the chase. I feel 
more than half inclined to heave-to for a short time ; 
but Lovell thinks that the Indiaman is still ahead of 
us somewhere." 

" Well," said I, " we ought to see something of her 
before long, for it is clearing fast overhead, and it ap- 
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pears to me that, even down here on the water, I can 
see further than I could when I first came on deck." 

It was evident that the skipper was very fidgety, so 
I thought I would not further unsettle him by obtrud- 
ing my own opinion — which coincided with his — upon 
him ; therefore, finding him slightly disposed to be 
taciturn, I left him, and made the round of the deck, 
assuring myself that all hands were on the alert, and 
ready to go to quarters at any moment. I passed for- 
ward along the starboard side of the deck, noticing as 
I did t so that there was a faint lightening in the fog 
away to windward, showing that the dawn was ap- 
proaching ; and as I turned on the forecastle to go aft 
again, I observed that the fog was thinning away fa- 
mously on the weather quarter. As I walked aft I kept 
my eyes intently fixed on this thin patch, which ap- 
peared to be a small but widening break in the curtain 
of vapour that enveloped us, for it was evidently drift- 
ing along with the wind. I had reached as far aft as 
the main rigging, still staring into the break, when I 
suddenly halted, for it struck me that there was a 
small, faint blotch of darker texture in the heart of it, 
away about three points on our weather quarter. Be- 
fore I could be quite certain about the matter, how- 
ever, the blotch, if such it was, had become merged 
and lost again in the thicker body of fog that followed 
in the track of the opening. But while I was still de- 
bating within myself whether I should say anything 
about what I fancied I had seen, I became aware of a 
much larger and darker blot slowly looming up through 
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the leeward portion of the break, and apparently drift- 
ing* across it to windward, though this effect was, I 
knew, due to the leeward drift of the break. This time 
I felt that there was no mistake about it, and I accord- 
ingly cried : 

" Sail ho ! a large ship about a point on our weather 
quarter ! " 

And I hurried aft to point it out to the skipper be- 
fore it should vanish again. He looked in the direc- 
tion toward which I was pointing, but was unable to 
see anything, his eyes being dazzled in consequence 
of his having been staring, in a fit of abstraction, at 
the illuminated compass-card in the binnacle. Neither 
could Lovell see anything ; and while I was still en- 
deavouring to direct their gaze to it, it disappeared. 

" Are you quite certain that your eyes were not de- 
ceiving you, Mr. Bowen?" demanded the skipper 
rather pettishly. 

" Absolutely certain, sir," I replied. " And what is 
more, I believe it to be the Indiaman ; for just before 
sighting her I fancied I saw another and smaller craft 
about two points further to windward, and astern of 
the bigger ship ; and I am now of opinion that what I 
saw was a lugger." 

" Ay," retorted the skipper ; " you fancied you saw 
a lugger ; and so, perhaps, under the circumstances, 
would naturally fancy also that you saw the Indiaman. 
Did anybody else see anything like a sail astern of 
us ? " he demanded in a low voice, addressing the 
crew. 
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" Yes, sir," answered a voice from the forecastle. " I 
looked directly that I heard Mr. Bowen sing out, and 
I fancied that I saw something loomin' up dark through 
the fog on the weather quarter." 

" Another fancy ! " ejaculated the skipper. " How- 
ever," he continued, " you may be right, Mr. Bowen, 
after all. How far do you suppose the stranger to 
have been away from us ? " 

" Probably a matter of three miles or thereabout," I 
answered. "The smaller craft would perhaps be a 
mile, or a mile and a half astern of her." 

" Then," said the skipper, " we will haul the fore- 
sheet to windward, let our jib-sheets flow, and wait a 
quarter of an hour to see what comes of it. If you are 
correct in your surmise, Mr. Bowen, we ought to see 
something of these strangers of yours by that time." 

"And I have no doubt we shall, sir," answered I. 
" And if I may be allowed to offer a suggestion, it is 
that we should bring the schooner to the wind, so that 
she may eat out to windward of the Indiaman, all 
ready for bearing up and running her aboard when she 
heaves in sight." 

" A very good idea, Mr. Bowen ! we will do so," an- 
swered the skipper. 

The main- and fore-sheets were accordingly flattened 
in, when the schooner luffed up to about south-east, 
and slowly forged to windward, athwart what I be- 
lieved to be the track of the Indiaman. 

Meanwhile, the dawn was coming slowly, while the 
fog was gradually thinning away under the influence 
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of the freshening breeze, so that we were by this time 
able to distinguish the heads of the breaking waves at 
a distance of fully half a mile. As for me, I kept my 
eyes intently fixed upon the gray cloud of vapour that 
went drifting away to leeward past our weather quar- 
ter ; and presently, when we had been hove-to about 
ten minutes, I caught sight of a thickening in the fog 
thereaway that, even as I looked, began to grow dark- 
er and assume a definite shape. 

" There she is, sir 1 " I exclaimed, pointing out the 
darkening blot to the skipper ; and by the time that 
he had found it, that same blot had strengthened into 
the misty outline of a large ship under studding-sails, 
running before the wind, and steering a course that 
would bring her diagonally athwart our stern, and 
within biscuit-toss of our lee quarter. 

" Ay ! there she is, sure enough ! " responded the 
skipper eagerly. "Now," he continued, "the next 
thing is to find out whether she is the Indiaman or not, 
without arousing the suspicions of those aboard her. 
Haul aft your lee-jib and fore-sheets, there, my lads ; 
we must not present the appearance of lying in wait 
for her. Luff all you can without shaking," to the man 
at the wheel ; " I do not want the schooner to move 
fast through the water. We must let yonder ship pass 
near enough to us, if possible, to be able to read the 
name on her stern." 

" I do not think there is much doubt about her be- 
ing the Indiaman, sir," said I ; " for if you will look 
out here, broad on our weather quarter, you will 
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see what I take to be the lugger that has captured 
her." 

" Ay, true enough, I do see something ! Tou have 
sharp eyes, George, and no mistake," answered the 
skipper. "Yes, there certainly is something there; 
and, as you say, it looks uncommonly like a lugger ! 
Well, she is a good two miles off. We shall have time 
to run the big fellow aboard and take her before that 
lugger is near enough to trouble us. Stand by, there, 
some of you, to jump aloft and loose the topsail when 
I give the word. Hillo, what is that ? A gun from 
the lugger, by the hookey ! They have made us out, 
and don't like the look of us, apparently, so they have 
fired a gun to wake up the people aboard the prize. 
Ha ! now they have seen us aboard the big ship too, 
and are taking in their stun-sails, to haul to the wind, I 
suppose. But you are too late, my hearties ! " apostro- 
phizing the ship, now less than a cable's length from 
us ; " you will be to leeward of us in another two min- 
utes. Boy, bring me my glass. You will find it slung 
in beckets in the companion." 

On came the ship, near enough now for us to see that 
she was undoubtedly an Indiaman, and as undoubtedly 
British. The people on board her were evidently in a 
great flusteration, for they had started to take in all 
the studding-sails at once, and a pretty mess they were 
making of the job, most of the studding-sails having 
blown forward- over the fore side of the booms. While 
they were still battling with the unruly canvas the 
ship swept, yawing wildly, close past our lee quarter ; 
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so close, indeed, that no glasses were required, for 
even in the faint light of the growing dawn it was pos- 
sible to read with the unaided eye the gilt lettering on 
her stern — " Hoogly> London" 



CHAPTER HI 

OUR FIRST SUCCESS 

rpHAT settles the matter for good and all ! " exclaimed 
■*• the skipper, now in rare good -humour, as he 
pointed to the Indiaman's stern. " Up with your 
helm, my man," to the man at the wheel ; " let her go 
broad off. We will pass under the Indiaman's stern, 
and board her from to leeward. Away aloft there and 
let fall the topsail, some of you. Mr. Lovell, you will 
take twenty men — I don't suppose there are above 
forty Frenchmen aboard that craft — and board by the 
main and mizzen chains as we touch. Tou will have 
to be smart about it, as I do not want to remain along- 
side, grinding the schooner's side to pieces, a moment 
longer than is absolutely necessary. Take the ship ; 
and, as soon as you have secured possession and driven 
the prize crew below, haul your wind, keeping us be- 
tween you and the lugger. The moment that you and 
your party are aboard I shall haul off ; and you may 
leave me to deal with that fellow to windward. Tou 
will make the best of your way to Weymouth, of 
course. See that your men freshen the priming of 
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their pistols at once ; and then station them, half by 
the main rigging", and half by the fore, ready to jump 
at the word." 

"Ay, ay, sir!" responded Lovell, as he hastened 
away to select his twenty men. The topsail was by 
this time sheeted home, and the men were mast-head- 
ing the yard. The skipper sprang upon the rail, 
steadying himself by the weather main swifter, to con 
our schooner alongside; and I, in obedience to an 
order from him, went forward and gave the word for 
those who were not of the boarding-party to arm them- 
selves with muskets, and pick off any of the French- 
men who might show their heads above the raiL 

It took us less than ten minutes to close with the 
Indiaman ; and as we ranged up on her lee quarter 
and swept alongside a party of some ten or a dozen 
jabbering and gesticulating Frenchmen jumped up 
on her poop and saluted us with an irregular fire of 
musketry, which, however, did no harm ; and upon our 
people returning the fire three of the Frenchmen fell, 
while the rest tumbled off the poop in such a desperate 
hurry that our fellows were fairly convulsed with 
laughter. The skipper conned us alongside in such a 
masterly style that I do not believe the hulls of the 
two vessels actually touched at all— at least, I was un- 
conscious of any shock — yet we were close enough for 
the two boarding-parties to spring with ease and cer- 
tainty from our rigging into the Indiaman's channels ; 
and the next moment, as they tumbled in over the 
ship's rail, our helm was eased up, and the vessels 
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sheered apart, without having carried away so much 
as a rope-yarn. There was a tremendous scuffle on the 
Indiaman's deck for perhaps half a minute, with a 
great popping of pistols, the sound of heavy blows, 
cheers from our lads, loud execrations on the part of 
the Frenchmen, a shriek or two of pain at some well- 
directed cut or thrust, then a rush forward, during 
which we remained some twenty fathoms to leeward of 
the Indiaman, ready to sheer alongside again and ren- 
der assistance if necessary ; and then Lovell sprang 
up on the poop and hailed that he had secured posses- 
sion of the ship, and would haul his wind as soon as he 
could get in the studding-sails. Thereupon our helm 
was put hard up, and we wore short round, bracing 
sharp up on the starboard tack to intercept the lugger, 
which craft was now foaming along under all the can- 
vas that she could spread. 

She was a big lump of a craft, of her class, measur- 
ing, according to my estimation, fully a hundred and 
fifty tons ; and she appeared to be very fast. It was 
light enough by this time, what with the increasing 
daylight and the clearing away of the fog, for us to see 
that she mounted four guns — probably six-pounders — 
of a side, and there was something very like a long 
nine-pounder covered over by a tarpaulin, between her 
fore and main masts. She was well to windward of us, 
and presently crossed our bows at a distance of about 
a mile. We, of course, at once tacked, and, letting the 
schooner go along clean full, so as to head off the lug- 
ger, set our topgallant-sail and small gaff-topsail. 
3 
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We rapidly neared each other, the Dolphin gradually 
edging away as the lugger fore-reached upon us, until 
only half a mile of water divided the two craft. Then 
we saw that her people were busy with the mysterious 
object between her masts, and presently, sure enough, 
a long nine-pounder, mounted upon a pivot, stood re- 
vealed. Five minutes later they tried a shot at us from 
this same piece — the ball from which struck the water 
some five fathoms astern of us, — and at the same time 
hoisted the French tricolour. We responded by run- 
ning our ensign up to the gaff, but reserved our fire for 
a while, the skipper having as yet had no opportunity 
of finding out our lads' capabilities with the guns. At 
length, however, having edged up to within a quarter 
of a mile of the lugger, and having conclusively demon- 
strated our superiority of sailing, Captain Winter gave 
orders that our larboard broadside should be carefully 
levelled and trained upon the lugger's main-mast ; and 
while this .was being done she fired her starboard 
broadside at us, one of the shot from which passed 
through our mainsail, while another struck our fore 
topmast about a foot above the topsail-halliard sheave- 
hole, bringing down the upper part of the spar and the 
topgallant-sail. 

The Frenchmen's cheers at this success were still 
floating down to us, when, having personally super- 
vised the levelling and training of our guns, I gave the 
order to fire. Sharp at the word, our broadside rang 
out ; and as the smoke blew over us and away to lee- 
ward the lugger's main-mast was seen to suddenly 
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double up, as it were, in the middle, the upper portion 
toppling over to leeward and carrying the sail with it 
into the water, while the foresail began to flap furiously 
in the wind, the sheet having been shot away. 

" Hurrah, men ! capitally done ! " shouted the skip- 
per; "you have her now," as the lugger, under her 
mizzen only, shot up into the wind, plunging heavily. 
" Ready about ! and stand by to rake her with your star- 
board broadside as we cross her stern. Helm's a-lee ! 
Load your port guns again as smartly as you please, 
my lads. Topsail haul! Stand by, the starboard bat- 
tery, and give it her as your guns are brought to bear ! 
Away aloft there, a couple of hands, and clear the 
wreck of the topgallant-mast ! " 

The Dolphin y tacking as fast as the men could haul 
round the yards, without losing headway for an instant, 
went round like a top, and in less than half a minute 
was crossing the lugger's stem. There was tremen- 
dous confusion on board, her crew, to the number of 
some thirty or forty, rushing about her decks, — as we 
could now plainly see, — apparently undecided what to 
do next. At the proper moment our starboard broad- 
side was fired, and the great white, jagged patch that 
instantly afterward appeared in the lugger's transom 
showed that pretty nearly, if not quite all, the shot 
had taken effect. 

" Well aimed, men ! " cried the skipper in an ecstasy 
of delight. " That is the way to bring them to their 
senses. Ready about again! And stand by to give 
them your port broadside. Helm's alee ! " 
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Bound swept the Dolphin again, and presently we 
were once more crossing the stern of the lugger, the 
confusion on board being, as it seemed, greater than 
ever. We were by this time within a quarter of a mile 
of our antagonist, and again our broadside, discharged 
at precisely the right moment, told with terrible effect 
on board the lugger, not only raking her from stem to 
stern, but also bringing down her fore and mizzen 
masts. And all this time they had not replied to our 
fire with a single gun. 

Standing on for a distance of about a cable's length, 
the Dolphin again tacked, this time fetching far enough 
to windward to have enabled us to cross the lugger's 
bows had we desired to do so. Instead of that, how- 
ever, Captain Winter gave orders to keep away and pass 
close under her stern, the starboard broadside being all 
ready to pour into her if need were. Captain Winter's 
orders were, however, not to fire until he gave the 
word. Reaching along on an easy bowline, we were 
soon on the lugger's starboard quarter, and within 
biscuit-toss of the vessel, when the skipper ordered the 
topsail to be laid aback, and as, with diminished way, 
we drifted fair athwart the lugger's stern, in a position 
admirably adapted for raking her from end to end, he 
sprang into the starboard main-rigging, and hailed in 
French, asking whether they surrendered. A man, who 
looked like the captain, standing near the deserted 
wheel, looked at us intently for a few seconds, and then, 
observing that we were all ready to give him our star- 
board broadside, answered in the affirmative; where- 
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upon our people, several of whom had a smattering of 
French, gave three hearty cheers as they dropped the 
lanyards of their locks to the deck, and laid down their 
rammers, sponges, and hand-spikes. 

"Take the starboard cutter, Mr. Bo wen, and ten 
men, and go on board to take possession," said the 
skipper. " Cut away the wreckage as soon as you have 
secured the crew below, and then send the boat back 
with a couple of hands, and be ready to receive a tow- 
line from us. We shall have to take you in tow, as I 
see that the Indiaman is now on a wind ; and I have 
no fancy for leaving either her or you to make your 
way into port unprotected. As soon as you are fast to 
us, set your men to work to get up jury-masts, if you 
find that there are any spars aboard suitable for the 
purpose. There is a fine breeze blowing now, and if 
we have luck we ought to get into harbour to-night, 
prizes and all." 

"Ay, ay, sir," answered I. "The carpenter had 
better come with us, had he not ? I expect we shall 
want his help in rigging our jury-masts." 

" Yes, certainly," assented the skipper ; " take him 
by all means." 

" Thank you, sir," said I as I turned away. " Now 
then," I continued, " ten of you into the starboard 
cutter, lads, as quick as you like. And take your cut- 
lasses and pistols with you. Come along, Chips, my 
man ; get your tools, and tumble them into the boat." 

Ten minutes later we were on board the lugger, 
which proved to be the Belle Jeamiette, of St. Malo, 
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and a very fine craft she was, as we saw, when we stood 
upon her broad, roomy deck. She mounted nine guns, 
eight of them being 1 long sixes, while the ninth was 
the long nine-pounder between the fore and main mast. 
I was astonished to see what havoc our shot had 
wrought, the deck and bulwarks being broadly streaked 
and splashed with blood, while each gun had its own 
little group of two or three killed and wounded lying 
about it. All three of her masts had been shot away, 
as already stated ; and, in addition to this, her stern 
transom was regularly torn to pieces, one of the jagged 
and splintered holes being quite large enough for me 
to have passed through it had I been so minded. 
Three spokes of the wheel had been shot away, and it 
was a wonder to me, as I marked the path of our shot 
along the torn and splintered deck, that the whole 
concern had not been destroyed. The companion was 
badly damaged and started ; and as for the cabin sky- 
light, there was very little of it left. 

The crew — the few of them who could still stand, 
that is to say — had thrown down their arms and gone 
forward on to the forecastle upon hearing their skip- 
per state that he surrendered, and there we found 
them when we boarded our prize. The skipper him- 
self — a rather fine-looking man, some thirty-five years 
of age, with piercing black eyes, curly black hair and 
beard, and large gold ear-rings in his ears— had, of 
course, remained aft ; and when I sprang over the bul- 
warks, in on deck, he advanced toward me, and hand- 
ing me his sheathed sword, remarked rather bitterly : 
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" Accept my sword, monsieur, and with it my con- 
gratulations upon your good fortune in having secured 
two such valuable prizes. The Indiaman herself is not 
to be despised, but I was a fool not to let her go when 
I saw that her capture was inevitable. I believe we 
could have escaped you had we hauled our wind when 
we first made you out ; but, as it is, I have lost not 
only my prize but also my ship and the chest of specie 
which we took the precaution of removing from the 
Indiaman last night. You are certain to find it, as 
it is lying beneath the table in my cabin, so I may 
as well make a virtue of necessity and tell you of it at 
once. Perhaps, under the circumstances, monsieur 
will be generous enough to be content with the treas- 
ure, and allow me to retain my lugger, which repre- 
sents all that I possess in the world ? " 

" And thus restore to you the power to inflict further 
injury upon our commerce ? I am afraid not, mon- 
sieur," answered I. " Had you been a mere harmless 
trader, it might possibly have been different ; but, as 
it is, the proposal is — pardon me for saying so — pre- 
posterous." 

" As monsieur pleases, of course. But it will be my 
ruin," remarked the man gloomily. " With monsieur's 
permission, then, I will retire to my cabin." And he 
turned away as though to go below. 

" Pardon me, monsieur," said I, hastily interposing 
between him and the companion ; " I am afraid that 
my duty necessitates my requesting that monsieur will 
be so obliging as to remain on deck for the present." 
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" Then take that, curse you ! " ejaculated he, whipping: 
a big, ugly knife out of his bosom, and striking sav- 
agely at my heart with it. Fortunately the sudden 
glitter in his eyes warned me, and I succeeded in catch- 
ing his upraised arm in my left hand, with which I 
gripped his wrist so strongly that he was perforce 
obliged to drop the knife to the deck or submit to have 
his wrist broken. Kicking the weapon overboard, 
through an open port close at hand, I called to one of 
my men to clap a lashing round the hands and feet of 
my antagonist, and then went forward to superintend 
the securing of the remainder of our prisoners. There 
were only fourteen of them uninjured, or whose wounds 
were so slight as to leave them capable of doing any 
mischief, and these we drove down into the hold, where, 
finding plenty of irons, we effectually secured them. 

By the time that this was done, the wreck of the 
masts cut away, and the sails — which had been towing 
overboard — secured, the Dolphin was ready to pass a 
tow-rope on board us. This we at once took, securing 
the end to the windlass bitts, when the schooner filled 
away, with the lugger in tow, and stood after the India- 
man, which was by this time a couple of miles to wind- 
ward of us, heading to the northward on an easy 
bow-line, on the starboard tack. Russell, the Dolphin's 
surgeon, came aboard us about the same time as the 
tow-line, and while he busied himself in attending to 
the hurts of the Frenchmen, we went to work to rig up 
a set of jury-masts — suitable spars for which we were 
lucky enough to find aboard the lugger — and, by dint 
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of hard work, we contrived to get three spars on end, — 
securely lashed to the stumps of the masts, and well 
stayed, — by dinner-time, and by four bells that same 
afternoon we had the lugger under her own canvas 
once more, when we cast adrift from the Dolphin, it 
being found that, even under jury-masts, the Belle Jean- 
nette was quite capable of holding her own with the 
Indiaman in the moderate weather then prevailing. 
Long before this, however, I had found an opportunity 
to go below and have a look at the treasure -chest, 
which I had found in the position indicated by the 
French skipper. It was an unexpectedly bulky affair ; 
so much so, indeed, that I thought the safest place for 
it would be down in the Dolphin's run, and there it 
was soon safely stowed, after I had gone on board the 
schooner to report to Captain Winter the great value 
of our prize. It afterward turned out that this chest 
contained no less than thirty thousand pounds in 
specie ; so I was right in considering it worth taking 
care of. 

CHAPTEE IV 

ANOTHER FIGHT, AND ANOTHER PRIZE 

HHHE weather had been clearing all day, and when, 
■*■ about six bells that afternoon, we made the high 
land of Portland, the sky was without a cloud, the at- 
mosphere clear and bright, and the sun was shining as 
brilliantly as though it had been midsummer, quite 
taking the keen edge off the frosty air. There was not 
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a vessel in sight in any direction, which was rather a 
relief to us ; for, situated as we were then, it would 
have been difficult to say whether the sight of a friend 
or of an enemy would have excited the most uneasi- 
ness in our breasts. A friend would almost certainly 
have been a man-o'-war ; and although our papers were 
nominally a protection of our crew against impress- 
ment, we were fully aware that, as a matter of fact, 
they were nothing of the sort, the captains of our 
men-o'-war impressing almost as freely from a priva- 
teer as from an ordinary merchantman. Now, our 
men were, so far as we had had an opportunity of 
proving them, first-rate fellows, with scarcely a single 
exception, we were therefore most anxious not to lose 
any of them ; and were consequently the reverse of 
desirous to meet with one of our own ships of war. 
On the other hand, we were by this time so close in 
with the English coast that, if we happened to en- 
counter an enemy, it would certainly be a prowling 
privateer — like ourselves — heavily enough armed and 
manned to admit of their venturing, without much 
risk, over to our side of the Channel, on the look-out 
for homeward-bound British ships. To encounter 
such a customer as this would mean plenty of hard 
knocks, without very much profit, and with just the 
chance of losing one or the other of our prizes. We 
were, therefore, heartily thankful to find a clear hori- 
zon all round us when the fog cleared away. We were 
destined, however, to have another bout with a 
Frenchman before long, as will presently appear. 
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We had made the high land of Portland about half 
an hour when the sounds of distant firing were faintly 
borne to our ears ; and shortly afterward two craft, a 
cutter and a brig — the latter evidently, in chase of the 
former — hove into view, broad on our weather bow. 
The firing was not very heavy, it is true, but it was 
briskly maintained ; and as they came sweeping rap- 
idly down toward us it became apparent that the two 
craft were exchanging shots from their bow and stern 
chasers respectively. The cutter was flying the Brit- 
ish ensign, while the brig sported the tricolour; and, 
the two vessels being dead before the wind, the brig 
carrying studding-sails on both sides, the Frenchman 
seemed to be getting rather the best of it, overhauling 
the cutter slowly but surely. As soon as this was 
seen, the Dolphin hove-to and put ten more men on 
board the Belle Jeannette, with orders to me to close 
with the Indiaman, and to clear for action, both which 
orders I obeyed without loss of time. And, while 
doing so, the Dolphin and ourselves hoisted British 
colours, as a hint to the brig that if she dared to med- 
dle with us we were quite ready for her. The cutter 
and the brig happened to be steering a course that 
would bring them close aboard of our little squadron, 
and when the Frenchman saw the colour of our bunt- 
ing he began at once to shorten sail by taking in 
his studding-sails, preparatory, as we supposed, to 
hauling his wind out of so perilous a neighbourhood. 

But in supposing thus we were mistaken ; the fel- 
low evidently at once hit off our respective characters 
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to a T ; he saw that the lugger — under jury-masts and 
bearing other unmistakable signs of having been very 
recently in action — was a prize ; no doubt judged the 
Indiaman to be a recapture ; and — perhaps believing 
that, with these two prizes, the schooner would be 
very short-handed — quickly made up his mind that 
either of the three would be more valuable than the 
cutter to him. At all events he shortened sail in a 
most determined and workmanlike manner, threw open 
all his ports, and, slightly shifting his helm, made as 
though he would slip in between the Dolphin and the 
Indiaman. Captain Winter, however, would not have 
it so; as the Frenchman luffed, the Dolphin edged 
away, until both vessels were heading well in for the 
West Bay, athwart the Indiaman's hawse, and running 
upon lines so rapidly converging that, within ten 
minutes of the declaration of the Frenchman's inten- 
tions, the brig and the schooner were within biscuit- 
toss of each other. The brig mounted six guns of a 
side against the Dolphin's five ; but this disparity was 
altogether too trifling a matter for our skipper to take 
any notice of, and accordingly, when the two vessels 
had neared each other to within about twenty fathoms, 
the Frenchmen showing signs of an intention to run 
the schooner on board, Captain Winter poured in his 
starboard broadside, and at the same time edged away 
just sufficiently to keep a few fathoms of water be- 
tween himself and the brig. The broadside was 
promptly returned, and in another minute the two 
vessels were at it, hammer and tongs, yard-arm to 
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yard-arm, and running almost dead away before the 
wind. 

Meanwhile, having sent a hand aloft to take a look 
round, and having thus ascertained that there was 
nothing else in sight to interfere with us, I came to 
the conclusion that the Indiaman might very well take 
care of herself for half an hour or so ; and, according- 
ly, we in the lugger at once bore up to support the 
schooner. Up to the time of encountering the French- 
man we had been sailing about a quarter of a mile to 
leeward of the Indiaman, while the Dolphin had been 
jogging along about the same distance to windward of 
the big ship ; our positions, therefore, were such that 
we in the lugger had only to put up our helm a couple 
of spokes or so to enable us to converge upon the two 
combatants, which we did. By the time of our arrival 
upon the scene the fight was raging so hotly, and both 
craft were so completely enveloped in smoke that 
neither party was aware of our presence ; I therefore 
steered so as to just shave clear of the Dolphin's stern ; 
and, having done so, our men deliberately fired each of 
the four long sixes in our larboard broadside slap into 
the stern of the brig, raking her fore-and-aft. Then, 
passing out clear of her, we tacked the instant that we 
had room, and, passing close under her stern again, gave 
her in like fashion the contents of our starboard broad- 
side. This time the Frenchmen were ready for us, and 
returned our fire with their two stern - chasers, both 
shot passing through our mainsail without doing any 
further damage. Again we tacked ; and this time I 
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gave orders to put in a charge of grape on top of each 
round shot, which we rattled into the stern of the 
Frenchman at a distance of not more than three or 
four fathoms. Our shot must have wrought terrible 
execution ; for after each discharge we could hear the 
shrieks and groans of the wounded even through the 
crash of the two other vessels' broadsides. This time 
they only gave us one gun in exchange for our four, the 
shot passing in through our port bulwarks and out 
through the starboard, killing a man on its way. Our 
shot, however, had killed the brig's helmsman, and 
almost immediately afterward the vessel broached to, 
her fore-mast going over the bows as she did so. This 
was enough for them ; they received another broad- 
side from the Dolphin, and then, just as we were in 
stays, preparatory to passing athwart their stern and 
raking them again, a man ran aft and hauled down 
their flag, at the same time crying out that they sur- 
rendered. 

The firing on both sides at once ceased, the smoke 
drifted away to leeward, and we were able to see 
around us once more, as well as to note the condition 
of the combatants after our brief but spirited engage- 
ment. The cutter had seized the opportunity to make 
good her escape, and was now more than two miles to 
leeward, running before the wind to the westward on 
her original course. The brig — which proved to be 
the Etoile du Nord, of Dunkirk — had, as already stated, 
lost her fore-mast, her bulwarks were riddled with 
shot-holes, and her rigging badly cut up. The Dol~ 
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phin also had suffered severely from the fire of her an- 
tagonist, her starboard bulwarks being almost de- 
stroyed, her rigging showing a good many loose 
ropes'-ends floating in the wind, and her main-boom 
so severely wounded that it parted in two when her 
helm was put down to bring her to the wind and 
heave her to. As for us, the damage that we had re- 
ceived from the brig's fire was so trifling as to be not 
worth mentioning. 

I knew, of course, that after so determined a fight 
the services of our surgeon would be in urgent request 
on board both the principal combatants ; so, as he was 
aboard the lugger, I ran down close under the DoU 
phvCs lee and, having hove-to, lowered a boat and put 
the medico on board the schooner, going with him my- 
self to see whether I could be of any service. The 
deck of the schooner bore eloquent testimony to the 
sharpness of the recent conflict, several dead and 
wounded men lying about the guns in little pools of 
blood, while the torn and splintered woodwork that 
met one's view on every side was grimly suggestive of 
the pandemonium that had raged there a few minutes 
previously. Captain Winter was one of the wounded, 
a splinter having torn a large piece of skin from his 
forehead, laying bare the skull over his right eye ; but 
the gallant old fellow had replaced the skin as well as 
he could, lashed up the wound with his silk necker- 
chief, using his pocket handkerchief under it as a pad, 
and was attending to his duty as coolly as though he 
had escaped untouched. He instructed me to go on 
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board the brig with ten men, to take possession, leav- 
ing the carpenter in charge of the lugger, and at the 
same time signalled the Indiaman — which had hove-to 
some two miles to windward — to close. 

The new prize was, as may be supposed, terribly 
knocked about ; out of a crew of eighty-six men and 
boys she had no less than nineteen killed — the captain 
among them — and forty-three wounded ; while, in ad- 
dition to the damage which had been noticeable before 
going on board her, I found that two of her guns had 
been dismounted, most probably by the lugger's rak- 
ing broadsides. Fortunately, her hull was quite unin- 
jured, the whole of the damage done being to the up- 
per works. Our first task was to clear away the wreck 
of the fore-mast, the skipper hailing me soon after I 
had boarded to say that he intended the Indiaman to 
take us in tow. The wreck was soon cut away, and just 
as it was falling dark we got our tow-line aboard the 
Indiaman, and proceeded, the uninjured Frenchmen 
having meanwhile requested permission to attend to 
their wounded fellow-prisoners and make them com- 
fortable below. 

More or less disabled as we all were, with the excep- 
tion of the Indiaman, it took us until past midnight to 
reach Weymouth roadstead, where we anchored for the 
night, without communicating with the shore ; no one 
in the town, therefore, was aware of our quick return 
to port, and our brilliant success, until the following 
morning ; and as for Mr. Peter White, our owner, the 
first intimation that he had of the affair was while he 
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was dressing ; when his servant knocked at his door 
to say that Captain Winter had returned with three 
prizes, and was waiting below to see him. The old 
gentleman, I was afterward told, was so excited at the 
good news that he would not wait to dress, but de- 
scended to the parlour, where the skipper awaited 
him, in his dressing-gown. The old boy was almost 
overwhelmed at the news of his good fortune ; insisted 
that Captain Winter should stay to breakfast with 
him ; and afterward, despite the cold weather, came 
off to the roadstead and visited each of the prizes in 
turn. It was as well, perhaps, that he did so, as there 
was a considerable amount of business to be transact- 
ed in connection with the recapture of the Hoogly, the 
captain of which was anxious to resume his voyage up 
channel as soon as possible. This important matter 
was arranged by noon ; and about two o'clock, the 
wind having hauled round from the southward, the 
Indiaman weighed and proceeded, the passengers on 
board having meanwhile subscribed a purse of two 
hundred and thirty guineas for the officers and crew 
of the Dolphin, in recognition of what they were com- 
plimentary enough to term our " gallantry " in the re- 
capture of the ship. This nice little sum was, how- 
ever, only the first instalment of what was to come ; 
there was the salvage of the ship to follow : and over 
and above that I may mention that the underwriters 
voted a sum of five hundred guineas to us ; while the 
Patriotic Fund Committee awarded the skipper a 
sword of the value of one hundred guineas, and to me 
4 
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a sword of half that value, for our fight with and capt- 
ure of the two privateers, poor Lovell being left out 
in the cold in consequence of his having been prize- 
master of the Hoogly, and having therefore taken no 
part in either of the engagements. He got his reward, 
however, in another way ; for the Etoile du Nord turned 
out to be such a very fine vessel, quite new and won- 
derfully fast, that Mr. White purchased her on his own 
account, rechristening her the North Slav, and put 
Lovell in command. He was fairly successful in her, 
I afterward heard, but not nearly to such an extent as 
he ought to have been with so fine a vessel under him. 
He declared that luck was always against him. As for 
me, Mr. White was so pleased with the report of my 
conduct which Captain Winter had given him that, as 
soon as ever the purchase of the Etoile du Nord had 
been effected, and Lovell provided for, he offered me 
the berth of chief mate of the Dolphin, which berth I 
promptly and thankfully accepted. As for the Belle 
Jeannette, she, too, was sold, fetching a very good 
price, and before we left port again we had divided 
our prize-money, my share of which amounted to the 
very respectable sum of two thousand six hundred 
and odd pounds. 

The Dolphin had received so severe a mauling in her 
fight with the French privateer brig that, although the 
utmost despatch was used in repairing and refitting 
her, it was not until the 24th of December that she was 
again ready for sea, by which time news had reached 
us of the declaration of war by Spain against Great 
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Britain. This last circumstance, of course, threw all 
hands of us into a fever of impatience to get to sea 
again, in order that we might have an early opportu- 
nity of picking up a rich Spanish prize ; but when 
Christmas-eve arrived, finding us still in harbour, our 
owner was generous enough to say that we might, if 
we pleased, defer our sailing until the day after Christ- 
mas-day, in order that the crew might have the oppor- 
tunity to spend Christmas at home, which opportunity 
we thankfully made the most of. But all hands were 
on board by noon of the 26th, when we cast off and 
stood out of the harbour once more before a fresh 
south-westerly breeze, the day being, for a wonder— 
with the wind in a wet quarter— brilliantly fine, and as 
mild as a day in early autumn ; a circumstance which 
most of our lads were willing to accept as the omen of 
a prosperous cruise. 

Captain Winter's object was to reach the French 
coast as soon as possible, and then to work along it to 
the westward, right round to the Spanish coast, and 
thence as far as Gibraltar, and perhaps into the Med- 
iterranean, hoping that somewhere on the way we 
might pick up something worth having, or at least ob- 
tain information relating to a homeward or outward- 
bound convoy ; upon clearing Portland, therefore, we 
stood across the Channel, on a taut bowline, on the 
starboard tack, making Cape de la Hague, well on our 
lee bow, next morning at daybreak. We then short- 
ened sail to our fore-and-aft canvas only, and, taking 
in our gaff-topsail, held on as we were going, with the 
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French coast close aboard, to leeward, until we reached 
Granville, when, having seen nothing worthy of our 
attention, we tacked to the westward, and eventually 
found ourselves off Cape Frehel, the easternmost ex- 
tremity of St. Brieuc Bay. This was our third day 
out ; we had seen nothing, and the men, who appeared 
to think, from our past experience, that we ought to 
take at least one prize every day, were beginning to 
grumble at our ill luck. Great, therefore, was their 
enthusiasm when, on the following day, — the breeze 
being fresh at about north-north-west, and the time 
about five bells in the forenoon watch, — a large ship 
was seen to emerge from behind Chien Point, then 
about eight miles distant, a couple of points on our lee 
bow. She was coming along under larboard studding- 
sails. It was my watch on deck, and upon the ship 
being reported to me I took the glass, and at once went 
up to the fore-crosstrees to get a better look at her. 
So far as I could make out she was full-rigged ; she 
floated very deep in the water; and the exceeding 
whiteness of her sails caused me to suspect that she 
was homeward-bound from a long voyage. She had 
somewhat the look of a Dutchman, to my eye, and if so 
she would probably afford very respectable pickings to 
a crew of hard-working privateersmen like ourselves. 
When first seen she was steering a course that would 
lead her about mid- way between the islands of Jersey 
and Guernsey ; but before I returned to the deck it 
seemed to me that she had hauled up a point or two, 
and had braced her yards correspondingly further for- 
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ward. Our game, of coarse, was to get between her 
and the land, if possible, before declaring ourselves, so 
that, if she happened to be what I suspected, she 
might be prevented from running in and taking shel- 
ter under the guns of one of the numerous batteries 
which the French had thrown up all along the coast, 
to cut her out from which might involve us in a heavy 
loss of men. I therefore gave no order to make sail, 
or to alter our course, but at once went down below to 
the skipper, who was lying down, his wounded head 
still troubling him a good deal, and reported the stran- 
ger to him. He immediately followed me on deck 
at the news, and took a good long look at the ship 
through the telescope ; and while he was doing so she 
took in her studding-sails and hauled her wind. 

"Ah ! " remarked the skipper ; „ they have made us 
out, and evidently don't quite like our looks. I sup- 
pose her captain thinks that, having hauled his wind, 
we shall now make sail in chase of him if we happen to 
be an enemy. But I know a trick worth two of that. 
You did quite right, Mr. Bowen, not to shift your helm. 
Let him stand on another three miles as he is going, 
and then we will show him who and what we are. Just 
so; there goes his bunting — Dutch, as you thought. 
He is beginning to feel a little anxious. Perhaps it 
would ease his mind a bit if you were to run the tri- 
colour up to our gaff-end, Mr. Bowen." 

I did so, and we kept it flying for the next half-hour, 
by which time the Dutchman had been brought well 
out on our weather beam, about six miles distant, and 
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his retreat cut off. We then hauled down the French 
flag and made sail, still, however, holding on upon the 
same tack. By the time that we had got our topsail, 
topgallant-sail, flying-jib, and small gaff-topsail set 
the stranger was about two points abaft our weather 
beam, and we at once tacked in chase. This was the 
signal for an immediate display of confusion on board 
the Dutchman ; which ship immediately set her royals 
and flying- jib, and, when she found that that would not 
do, bearing away sufficiently to permit of her setting 
all her larboard studding-sails again. Of course, as 
soon as she bore away we bore away too, steering such 
a course as would enable us to gradually converge 
upon her. 

But we had hardly been in chase half an hour when 
another large ship appeared in sight ahead, steering 
toward us ; and, approaching each other rapidly, as we 
were, another quarter of an hour sufficed us to discover 
that she was a frigate, and undoubtedly French. We 
stood on, however, a few minutes longer, trying to de- 
vise some scheme for slipping past her without being 
brought to, but it evidently would not do ; her people 
suspected us, and clearly intended to have a nearer 
look at us if they could ; so, as she was altogether too 
big a craft for us to tackle, we were reluctantly com- 
pelled to abandon the chase, and heave about to ensure 
our own escape. And now it became our turn to play 
the part of the pursued ; for as we went in stays the 
frigate fired a gun, to ascertain whether we were within 
range, most probably, hoisted her ensign, and made all 
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sail in chase. The shot — a twelve-pounder, we judged 
it to be by the sound of the gun — fell short ; yet at the 
same time it came near enough to satisfy us that we 
had not turned tail a moment too soon. 

Captain Winter at once jammed the schooner close 
upon a wind, the vessel heading up about west-north- 
west for the chops of the Channel, in the hope of both 
out-weathering and out-sailing the frigate. But the 
wind had shown a disposition to freshen all day, and was 
by this time piping up so spitefully that we had been 
obliged to furl our topgallant-sail and haul down our 
flying-jib as soon as we hauled our wind; moreover 
there was a nasty, short jump of a sea on, into which 
the Dolphin plunged to her knight-heads every time. 
The weather was, therefore, all in the frigate's favor, 
and very soon, to our extreme annoyance, we discovered 
that the Frenchman was slowly but surely gaining upon 
us ; for when the frigate had been in chase about half 
an hour, she fired another gun, the shot from which 
reached within twenty fathoms of us, and it was cap- 
itally aimed, too. 

" We must get the topgallant-sail and flying-jib on 
her again, Mr. Bowen, and shift our small gaff-topsail 
for the big one. This will never do ; we shall be with- 
in range in another half-hour ; and then, if that fellow 
happens to wing us, we shall be done for ! " 

"The sticks will never bear it, sir," answered I. 
"Look at our topmasts now; they are bending like 
fishing-rods as it is ; and unless we rig the preventers 
pretty quickly we shall lose them, in my opinion." 
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" Then get up your preventers at once, my dear fel- 
low," answered the skipper ; " and be as smart as you 
please about the job. One thing is quite certain, and 
that is that unless we can drive the schooner a little 
faster we shall be nabbed ! " 

"Perhaps, sir," said I, "if we were to keep the 
schooner away about half a point she would go along 
more freely. We are looking a good point higher than 
the frigate at present, but we are hugging the wind so 
closely that we have no life in us, and are losing as 
much as we gain." 

The skipper looked at the frigate astern, then up at 
the weather leech of our own topsail, which was lifting 
at every plunge of the schooner. 

" Perhaps you are right, George," said he. " At all 
events your suggestion is worth trying. So, my man," 
to the helmsman, at the same time peering into the 
binnacle, " keep her away to west-by-north ; nothing 
higher." 

" West-and-by-noth, and nothin' higher, sir," an- 
swered the man, easing his weather helm a couple of 
spokes as I turned away to see the preventer back- 
stays being rigged. 
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CHAPTER V 

THE FRENCH FRIGATE 

AUR preventer back-stays — which, for the benefit of 
" the uninitiated, I may explain, were simply extra 
ropes intended to take a portion of the strain and so 
relieve the ordinary back -stays whenever it became 
necessary to carry a very heavy press of canvas — were 
already cut and fitted ; all that we had to do, therefore, 
was to send their upper ends aloft and attach them to 
their respective spars by shackling the eye to a stout 
iron collar on the spar, fitted especially for the pur- 
pose, set up the lower ends by means of runners to 
ring-bolts in the stanchions, and the thing was done. 
Five minutes sufficed for this job, and we then reset 
our topgallant-sail and flying-jib, and shifted our gaff- 
topsail. The effect soon became apparent ; for a few 
minutes after we had concluded our work the frigate 
fired another gun, the shot from which only reached to 
within about thirty fathoms of us. I was inclined to at- 
tribute this result, however, quite as much to our hav- 
ing eased the schooner away a trifle as to the extra can- 
vas that we had packed upon her. I believed we should 
have done quite as well, if not better, without it ; for 
the poor little craft seemed pressed down and buried 
by the enormous leverage of the wind upon her sails. 
She was heeling over so much that it was difficult to 
maintain one's footing upon the steeply inclined deck ; 
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the lee scuppers were all afloat, and at every lee roll 
the white, yeasty seething from her lee bow brimmed 
to the level of her rail, sometimes even toppling in over 
it. She was a magnificent sea-boat ; but we were now 
driving her so unmercifully that at every plunge into 
the hollow of a sea she buried her sharp nose com- 
pletely, taking green water in over both the lee and the 
weather bow by tons at a time, so that it became neces- 
sary to close the fore-scuttle to prevent the water from 
going below. As for the spray, it flew over us in clouds, 
coming right aft, and wetting our mainsail as high up 
as the second reef -band. 

Another gun from the frigate served to conclusively 
demonstrate that we were at least holding our own ; 
but our topmasts were bending like fishing-rods, and 
at every savage plunge of the schooner I quite ex- 
pected to see one or both of them go over the side. 
The skipper, too, was very uneasy, as I could see by 
the anxious glances that he continually flung aloft. 
At length, when the frigate had fired yet another gun, 
the shot from which fell at about the same distance 
astern of us as the preceding one had done, he turned 
to me and said : 

"This is all very well, George, as far as it goes; 
and if the wind would only drop a little we might 
snap our fingers at that fellow astern ; but I don't at 
all like the way that those topmasts are whipping 
about, up there. If so much as a rope-yarn parts we 
shall lose them, as sure as fate ; and then we may 
bear up for a French prison as soon as we please. The 
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frigate keeps popping away at us, in the hope, I sup- 
pose, that a lucky shot may wing us ; and I don't see 
why we shouldn't return the compliment. We are 
just out of reach of her twelve-pounders, but I think 
our long eighteen ought to be capable of pitching a 
shot aboard her. Just bouse it up to wind'ard as 
far as it will go, and let us see what it will do." 

"Ay, ay, sir," answered I. "The gun ought to 
reach her ; and if we can but wing her, though ever so 
slightly, we may scrape clear after all. Lay aft, here, 
some of you, and get the tarpaulin off this Long Tom, 
and pass the word for the gunner." 

We soon got the gun into position, and the captain 
of it — a man who had seen a great deal of service on 
board a man-o'-war, from which he had deserted just 
before joining the Dolphin — tried a shot at the frigate. 
The gun was splendidly aimed, but it was fired just a 
second too late, as the schooner's stern was dipping ; 
the result was that the shot, which flew straight for 
the frigate, struck the water some distance ahead of 
her. 

" Very good, Mason, for a first attempt ! " remarked 
the skipper approvingly. " Try again, my lad." 

The gun was sponged, loaded, and again fired, and 
this time the shot hulled the frigate fair and square, 
striking her about a foot below the larboard hawse- 
pipe. 

" Now," remarked the skipper, " try her again, my 
fine fellow. Tou ought to do something worth the 
powder this time." 
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The words were hardly spoken when the frigate 
bore almost square up for a moment, and let fly her 
whole weather broadside at us ; but every one of the 
shot fell short. The moment that she had fired she 
luffed up into our wake once more. 

Again Mason pointed the long gun and fired, but 
this time — perhaps because he was too careful — the 
shot flew wide, striking the water some distance to 
leeward and, as we all thought, astern of the frigate. 

" Keep cool, Mason, keep cool, my man," warned the 
skipper. " That shot was well meant, and shows that 
you have got the range to a nicety ; but you were in 
too much of a huriy. Try again." 

Mason mopped his forehead with his handkerchief, 
although the wind was piercingly cold ; the gun was 
reloaded, and then Mason pointed and levelled it with 
the utmost care. When this was done, taking the 
lanyard in his hand he stepped back to the utmost 
length of the line, and with arm outstretched, stood 
for more than a minute squinting along the sights of 
the gun. Suddenly he pulled the lanyard, the gun 
belched forth a torrent of flame and smoke, and, as I 
stood looking at the frigate through my own tele- 
scope, I saw a small round hole appear in the foot of 
the fore-topgallant-sail, another moment and the top- 
gallant-mast doubled over and went, hanging down by 
its rigging, under the lee of the topsail, with the top- 
gallant-sail and royal attached. 

"Hurrah!" shouted I, in an ecstasy of delight; 
" winged her, by all that is fortunate ! " 
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The men heartily echoed my cheer ; one or two of 
them playfully patting Mason on the shoulder, by 
way of encouragement. 

"A most excellent shot!" remarked the skipper. 
" I owe you a glass of grog for that, Mason ; and you 
shall have it, my lad, but by and by, not now; you 
must keep your head perfectly clear until we have 
done with that gun. Try her again ! " 

They were certainly a very smart set of fellows 
aboard the Frenchman ; for no sooner had the top- 
gallant-mast fallen than the hands were in her rigging 
on their way aloft to clear away the wreck. 

Again Mason levelled the gun, taking a long and 
careful aim as before ; and this time the shot struck 
the sill of the frigate's lee bridle port, entering the 
port, and no doubt raking the deck for a considerable 
portion of its length. That it did enough damage to 
greatly exasperate the French captain seemed almost 
certain, for presently he bore away again and treated 
us to another broadside, the shot of which fell so far 
astern that it looked as though we were now creep- 
ing away from her. 

Mason now seemed to have got his hand in, for his 
next shot hit the frigate's bowsprit-end as fair as 
though he had specially aimed at it, knocking the cap 
to pieces, and causing the jib-booms to go over to 
leeward. This completely disabled the frigate, so far 
as chasing to windward was concerned, as with the 
loss of her jib-booms she also lost the use of her 
jibs; the pressure of her after-sail at once throwing 



Digitized by 



Google 



62 THE LOG OF A PRIVATEERSMAN 

her up into the wind until she was all aback. They at 
once went to work to take in all the sail upon her miz- 
zen-mast, and presently boxed her off again ; but her 
captain knew that to think of catching us now was 
out of the question, and presently he wore round and 
hauled up to the northward and eastward, on an easy 
bowline; his people swarming on the forecastle as 
they busied themselves in securing the jibs. 

Our lads gave three rousing cheers as they saw the 
frigate bear up ; but it appeared that we had not quite 
done with her yet, for as the men ceased cheering, the 
skipper very quietly remarked : 

" Now it is our turn ! That fellow has given us some 
anxiety ; and, now that we have the opportunity, we 
will return the compliment. I mean to teach him that 
he cannot bully us poor, hard-working privateersmen 
with impunity. Take in your topgallant-sail, flying- 
jib, and gaff-topsail, Mr. Bowen, and then stand by to 
'bout ship." 

Our men responded to this with a cheer of rapturous 
delight. We had had an opportunity to take a good 
look at the frigate as she wore round, and we had made 
her out to be a vessel of thirty-six guns. The audacity 
of the idea of the Dolphin actually chasing such a ship 
exactly suited the taste of our people ; it was a stupen- 
dous practical joke to them, and they entered into it 
with all the glee and spirit of so many overgrown 
school-boys. Sail was quickly shortened, and we then 
hove about and steered after the Frenchman. 

The first thing to be done was to get the long gun 
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over to windward. This was soon accomplished ; and 
then Mason went to work once more. His first and 
second shots were misses ; but the third one plumped 
slap in through the frigate's cabin windows. The next 
shot struck the gig that was hanging at the frigate's 
weather quarter, tearing her bottom out ; and the next 
passed through her main-topsail. After this came 
four misses in succession, to the unspeakable disgust 
of all hands, who chaffed poor Mason so unmercifully 
that he almost lost his temper over it. The skipper 
thought the opportunity a good one to serve out a 
glass of grog to the gun's crew, which had the effect 
of restoring harmony ; and presently Long Tom began 
to speak again. The shot struck fair upon the frig- 
ate's stern ; and almost instantly she flew up into the 
wind, with all the appearance of something having 
gone wrong with her steering-gear. She remained 
head to wind for so long a time that at length the skip- 
per caused our own helm to be put down and the top- 
sail laid to the mast lest we should stand on too far 
and get within range of her guns. And we were not a 
moment too soon ; for as we rounded-to she fired the 
whole of her larboard broadside at us, the shot mak- 
ing the water spout all round us, and one of them actu- 
ally striking our hull ; it was, however, so far spent 
that it did no damage. 

Lying almost broadside-on to us, as the frigate now 
was, she presented a very pretty mark for target prac- 
tice ; and our long eighteen was brought to bear upon 
her most effectively. Shot after shot we gave her, as 
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fast as the men could load, and almost every one of 
them struck her somewhere. Mason's blood was now 
thoroughly up; he was making a reputation as a 
crack shot, and he knew it. I saw, by the increasing 
care with which he every time sighted his piece, that 
he was striving to do something specially good ; and 
presently he did it. Taking an unusually long and 
careful aim he at length gave a smart tug to the lan- 
yard, and immediately sprang aside to watch the re- 
sult. 

" Did it, by the great horn spoon ! " shouted he de- 
lightedly; and even as he spoke we saw the white 
splinters fly from the frigate's mainmast - head ; the 
topmast swayed aft, tottered for a moment, and came 
down by the run ! 

The delight of our men — every soul of whom was by 
this time on deck — was a sight to see ! They cheered, 
shouted, laughed, patted Mason on the back, and were 
in the midst of a variety of ludicrous antics, expressive 
of supreme gratification, when another broadside rat- 
tled out from the frigate, and this time the shot went 
humming close over our heads, drilling half a dozen 
holes in our canvas, and showing us that we had drifted 
within range of her guns. We immediately filled on 
the schooner, and hauled off to a respectful distance ; 
for we had no fancy for being reduced to the same 
plight as the Frenchman. But the moment that we 
considered ourselves safe from her guas we again hove- 
to, and resumed our attentions with the long gun. 

They were now in a very pretty mess on board the 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE FRENCH FRIGATE 65 

frigate; but they managed at length to box her off 
again ; and this time they bore up for the land ; mak- 
ing as though they would run in behind the St. Eiom 
Islands. We immediately bore up in chase, and, run- 
ning parallel with her, and taking care to keep just 
beyond the range of her broadside, plied her with 
the long gun again so effectively that some twenty 
minutes afterward her fore-mast went over the bows, 
and, broaching-to once more, she lay completely at our 
mercy. 

" There," exclaimed the skipper, in a tone of great 
gratification, "that will do with the gun. We have 
done enough for honour, I think, and have given him 
a thorough good licking, so we may as well be off. We 
cannot take him," he continued, in answer to my ex- 
clamation of astonishment at this decision on his part ; 
"he is altogether too big a fish for our net. If he 
were to haul down his colours he would rehoist them 
directly that, in running down to take possession of 
him, he had got us fairly within the range of his broad- 
side ; and at close quarters he would simply sink us in 
ten minutes. No ; I am sorry, but I can see nothing 
for it but to leave him — unless you have any plan to 
suggest, Mr. Bowen." 

" I am really very much afraid that what you say is 
only too true, sir," answered I mournfully. " I sup- 
pose we could compel him to haul down his colours, 
by pegging away at him with our long gun, as he is 
fairly in our power now ; but, naturally, he would seize 
any opportunity that might present itself to effect a 
5 
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recapture. At the same time it seems a thousand pit- 
ies to leave him now that we have given him such a 
terrible mauling. Why not keep pounding away at 
him a little longer ? Perhaps we may yet hit upon 
some plan by which to secure possession; and only 
think of what a feather it would be in our caps if we 
could but capture a fine frigate like that, and take her 
into port ! " 

"That is very true," answered the skipper, and I 
could see that my reference to the credit of such an 
exploit had touched him in a weak spot. " Well," he 
continued, " we will not give up yet awhile. The frig- 
ate is unmanageable at present, and will continue so 
until they can get some sort of a jury mast rigged for- 
'ard; so we will fill on the schooner, and make a 
stretch to windward until we can get into a raking po- 
sition, then drop down upon mounseer, and see what 
we can do with him. But it is a risky business ; a 
lucky shot may cripple us at any moment, and we 
should then be done for. However, ' nothing venture, 
nothing have ! * so fill your topsail, Mr. Bowen, and 
we will make a bid for glory, although that is not our 
business." 

This decision was received with enthusiasm by the 
men, who at once went to work with hearty good-will 
to execute the orders that the skipper now rapidly is- 
sued. We filled upon the schooner, and reached away 
to the northward and eastward on an easy bowline, 
keeping just beyond reach of the frigate's guns, and 
making play diligently all the time with our own long 
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eighteen, aiming for the stump of the fore-mast, so as 
to embarrass the Frenchmen as much as possible in 
any attempt that they might make to rig up a jury 
spar. But the French captain was game to the back- 
bone, and, helpless as he was to retaliate upon us, 
omitted no effort to extricate himself from the difficul- 
ties by which he was surrounded. What would he not 
have given, at that moment, for a single gun powerful 
enough to have reached us ? As it was, he fired at us 
at frequent intervals, for the apparent purpose of as- 
certaining whether we had inadvertently ventured 
within range ; and I noticed that every shot fell fur- 
ther away from us. I could not at first comprehend 
this, as our own shot continued to strike every time ; 
but at length I thought I had hit upon an explanation 
of the mystery, which I mentioned to Captain Winter. 
My belief was that the French captain was gradually 
reducing his charges of powder, in the hope that, by 
so doing, ho would tempt us to draw nearer, under the 
impression that we were well out of range, when, per- 
haps, by a well-directed broadside, with a full powder 
charge, he might succeed in unrigging us ; when our 
capture, by means of his boats, would bo an easy mat- 
ter. We were not, however, to be so easily tempted. 

At length, by dint of great exertion, and probably at 
the cost of many men, the Frenchmen succeeded in 
cutting adrift the wreck of their fore-mast ; when, by 
furling all the canvas ux^on their mizzen-mast, they 
managed to once more get the frigate before the wind 
and heading in for the land. And now came our op- 
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portunity, for we were by this time dead to windward 
of our antagonist ; and no sooner was she before the 
wind than we, too, kept away, gradually closing with 
her, and keeping our long gun playing upon her until 
there was a hole in her stern big enough to have driven 
a coach through. As soon as we were near enough 
she opened fire upon us with her two stern-chasers; 
and at the very first fire both shot came in through 
our bows and raked us fore-and-aft, killing one man 
and wounding three others with the splinters that were 
sent flying about our ears. Finding that we had ap- 
proached her too closely, we immediately hauled our 
wind, and began to sail to-and-fro athwart her stern, 
keeping up a brisk fire upon her with our long gun, 
and raking her at every shot. This went on for about 
a quarter of an hour, during which she repeatedly re- 
turned our fire, but without effect ; and then a lucky 
shot from us cut her main-yard in two in the slings, 
and she was once more helpless, broaching-to, and ly- 
ing with her bows well up to the wind. This reduced 
to nothing her hopes of escape by running in under 
the land and anchoring within the shelter of the guns 
of a battery ; and after receiving three or four more 
shots from us, she actually hauled down her colours 
and surrendered, to the unmitigated delight of our 
lads, who cheered themselves hoarse over their vic- 
tory. 

And now came the delicate question of taking pos- 
session. We fully realized that it was only tbe supe- 
rior power of our long eighteen that had enabled us 
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to accomplish the astonishing feat of compelling a frig- 
ate of thirty-six guns to haul down her colours to a 
schooner mounting less than a third of that armament ; 
and we felt that our only chance of securing peaceable 
possession of our prize, now that she had surrendered, 
was to maintain the advantage conferred upon us by 
this superiority. It was, therefore, at length decided 
that I should go on board the prize with forty men to 
take possession, while the schooner remained hove- 
to out of range of the frigate's guns, but near enough 
to open fire again with the long gun, should we meet 
with any difficulty from the French crew. My instruc- 
tions were, to go on board, secure the crew, and then 
fire three blank cartridges in quick succession as a sig- 
nal that I had obtained possession ; upon which the 
schooner was to close and render me all possible as- 
sistance. 



CHAPTER VI 

WE ARE COMPELLED TO ABANDON OUR PREY 

1VTE lowered our two cutters and the gig, and then, 
' ■ picking out my forty men, and arming them with 
a cutlass and a brace of pistols apiece, I shoved off to 
take possession of our prize. There was a rather nasty, 
short, choppy sea running ; but, fortunately, we were 
to windward, and only had to run down before it. As 
we neared the frigate it became increasingly apparent 
to us that she was an exceedingly fine and handsome 
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ship ; her tonnage, according to my estimate, being 
not far short of nine hundred tons. She had been 
knocked about a good deal more severely than I had 
anticipated ; and as we drew still nearer I was aston- 
ished to perceive that some of her scuppers were run- 
ning blood. 

It took us about half an hour to pull down to her ; 
and when we went alongside, under her lee, we met 
with no opposition whatever in boarding, somewhat to 
my surprise, I must confess, for, as a matter of fact, I 
did not believe that they had really surrendered, the 
hauling down of their colours being, in my opinion, 
only a ruse to get us within reach of their guns. In 
this, however, as it turned out, I was mistaken, and did 
the commanding officer an injustice. 

We clambered up the frigate's lofty side without let 
or hindrance ; and when I sprang, sword in hand, down 
upon her deck, I was met by a mere lad, his beardless 
face deadly pale, his head bound up in a blood-sodden 
bandage, and his right -arm hanging helpless — and 
broken — by his side. With his left hand he tendered 
to me his sword, in silence, and then, turning away, 
burst into tears. 

And as I looked around me I could well understand 
the cause of the poor young fellow's emotion. It was 
not only that this fine, handsome ship — brand new, as 
it turned out, and only commissioned a few days pre- 
viously — was a perfect wreck aloft, but the dead and 
wounded were lying about her decks, especially in the 
vicinity of the stump of the fore-mast, in heaps. Her 
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bulwarks were shot through and through ; her wheel 
was smashed to pieces ; and there were long scorings 
fore-and-aft her decks, showing the paths that our 
eighteen-pound shot had ploughed up in their destruc- 
tive passage. But even this was not the worst of it ; 
for when I turned to the young officer and tried to 
soothe him by the utterance of some platitude having 
reference to " the fortune of war," he informed me that, 
although he had that morning been the ship's junior 
lieutenant, he was now the senior surviving officer; 
the captain and the other lieutenants being among the 
killed. 

"And to think," he ejaculated bitterly, "that we 
should have been compelled to strike to such an insig- 
nificant craft as that!" pointing to the schooner. 
" But," he added, " you did not fight fair ; you never 
gave us a chance. Had you but once fairly come with- 
in range of our guns we would have blown you out of 
the water ! " 

" Precisely ! " I agreed ; " we were well aware of 
that, monsieur, and, therefore, we preferred to fight you 
at a respectful distance. And now," I continued, " as I 
have relieved you of your command, let me beg you to 
lose no time in going below to the surgeon to get your 
hurts attended to ; I am sure that France can ill afford 
to lose so brave a man as yourself." 

The poor fellow smiled wanly at my clumsy compli- 
ment, and with a bow turned away to follow my sug- 
gestion ; while I went to work to get the prisoners 
disarmed and secured below. This was managed with- 



Digitized by 



Google 



72 THE LOG OF A PHIVATEEBSMAN 

out difficulty ; the French appearing to be too utterly 
downcast and broken-spirited to dream of resisting us 
after having hauled down their colours ; and I was not 
surprised at this when I shortly afterward learned 
that, out of a crew numbering two hundred and eighty- 
four, she had lost no less than seven officers and sixty- 
three men killed, and eighty-eight officers and men 
wounded. It was astonishing ; the more so when I 
came to reflect that all this loss and damage had been 
inflicted by one gun ! But then it was to be remem- 
bered that the unfortunate frigate had been under the 
fire of that one gun for close upon five hours ; the dusk 
of the short winter's day closing down upon us shortly 
after we had boarded our prize — the name of which, by 
the way, was the Musette. 

Having secured our prisoners, I fired the three blank 
cartridges agreed upon as a signal, when the Dolphin 
ran down and sent the end of a hawser aboard for the 
purpose of taking us in tow. She also put very nearly 
her whole crew aboard, retaining merely enough hands 
to work her, in order that we might have as much 
strength as possible for the purpose of rigging up 
jury-masts. 

We had been in tow of the schooner but half an hour 
when Captain Winter came aboard in a boat to say that 
wo were rather too heavy for him to manage, the breeze 
having been steadily freshening all clay and raising a 
sea that caused the schooner to strain to an alarming 
extent with so heavy a craft as the frigate hanging on 
to her. We therefore went to work to get some sail 
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upon the prize forthwith, and, having routed out a 
main-staysail, we set it. We found that, in the strong 
breeze then blowing, even this small amount of canvas 
was sufficient to place the frigate under command ; we 
therefore cast off from the Dolphin, and that craft 
thereupon shortened sail to her boom - foresail and 
forestaysail, so that she might not run away from us. 
But even under that short canvas she was able to sail 
round and round us. 

During the whole of that night we stood to the north- 
ward and eastward ; and all night long, too, we were 
hard at work, watch and watch, getting up jury spars ; 
the result of our labours being that, by daybreak next 
morning, we had got a very serviceable jury fore-mast 
in place, enabling us to set a fore-staysail, and also a 
main-topsail in place of a foresail. With this head sail 
we were also enabled to give the frigate her close- 
reefed mizzen-topsail and spanker ; with which canvas 
we began to move through the water at quite a re- 
spectable pace— that is to say about four knots per 
hour. 

This, however, was not all ; for the carpenter had 
been hard at work all through the night preparing a 
jury fore-topmast and jib-boom ; while we had got a 
spare main-yard swung aloft and slung ; by mid-day, 
therefore, we were enabled to set a fore-topsail, jib, 
and mainsail, which further increased our speed. By 
four bells in the afternoon watch the island of Jersey 
was in sight, broad upon our lee bow, some six miles 
distant ; and at eight bells we tacked ship, being anx- 
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ious not to draw too close in with the French coast in 
our then disabled condition. 

As the sun went down that night the weather mani- 
fested a tendency to improve, and by midnight the 
wind had softened down to a gentle breeze that barely 
gave*us steerage-way through the water. Finally it 
died away altogether, and when the sun rose next 
morning, clear and bright, the Dolphin and ourselves 
were boxing the compass, not half a cable's length 
apart. This in itself was rather provoking, as we were 
exceedingly anxious to get our prize into port, and off 
our hands ; but the delay was as nothing compared 
with the disagreeable circumstance that there were 
three exceedingly suspicious - looking sails in sight, 
about ten miles to the westward of us, apparently con- 
sorts, for we could see a good deal of signalling going 
on between them, of which we could make nothing. 

They were a ship, a brig, and a large lugger, and 
the cut of their canvas left us little room to doubt 
that they were French. Of course it was quite possi- 
ble that they might all three be perfectly harmless 
merchantmen, but there was a certain smart, knowing 
look about them eminently suggestive of the priva- 
teersman, and if that was their character there could 
be no doubt whatever that we should find them very 
objectionable and dangerous neighbours immediately 
that a breeze happened to spring up. So little did 
Captain Winter like their appearance that, immedi- 
ately after breakfast — the calm seeming likely to con- 
tinue for some few hours — he ordered his own gig to 
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be lowered, and went away in her to get a nearer look 
at them. There was not much danger in this course, 
as the gig was a beautifully light, splendidly modelled, 
fast-pulling boat, exactly suited for such a service, and 
not in the least likely to be overtaken by any boat such 
as either of the three vessels in sight might be expected 
to carry. I did not, therefore, greatly concern myself 
with the skipper's movements, but gave my whole at- 
tention to the getting of additional jury spars aloft, in 
order that, if possible, the frigate might be brought 
into something like fighting order by the time that 
the breeze should come. 

We were busy pointing a new main-topmast when 
the boatswain, who was in the top, hailed the deck to 
say that the lugger and brig had rigged out their 
sweeps, and were heading in our direction, while the 
ship had lowered her boats and sent them ahead to 
tow. I went up into the mizzen-topmast crosstrees, 
taking my glass with me, and soon discovered that the 
report was only too correct ; for when I reached my 
perch all three craft were heading straight for us, the 
lugger churning up the water with her sweeps and 
coming along at quite a smart pace, the brig following 
close behind, and the ship, in tow of her own boats, 
bringing up the rear. This effectually disposed of 
the theory that they might possibly be merchantmen ; 
they were far too heavily manned to be anything but 
privateers or men-o'-war, and it was perfectly clear 
that they were fully bent upon paying us a visit. 

It afterward appeared that Captain Winter did not 
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suspect this new development until some time after 
the strangers had got into motion ; then, observing 
that all three vessels kept their heads persistently 
pointed in our direction, and that he appeared to be 
nearing them much faster than at first, an inkling of 
the truth dawned upon him, and he ordered his crew 
to pull easy, that they might reserve their strength 
for a spurt in case of need. Nevertheless, he contin- 
ued to pull toward them until he had arrived within 
gunshot of the lugger — the crew of which at once 
opened fire upon him — when, having ascertained the 
force of the squadron, he returned with all speed to us, 
having meanwhile made up his mind how to act. 

He discovered that the lugger mounted six six- 
pounders ; the brig showed five ports of a side, but the 
weight of her metal he could not ascertain, since her 
guns were run in and her ports closed ; and the ship 
mounted sixteen guns, apparently nine - pounders. 
Now this was a force altogether too strong for us to 
cope with, even had we not been hampered with a 
prize to look after ; for, unlike the case of the frigate, 
the force was distributed among three vessels instead 
of being concentrated on board of one only ; and 
while Captain Winter was always ready to trust some- 
thing to the chapter of accidents, and to risk a good 
deal upon the chance that a lucky shot might seriously 
disable a single antagonist, it became a different matter 
altogether when there were three craft to contend 
with. He, therefore, reluctantly came to the conclu- 
sion that our prize must be sacrificed in order to en- 
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sure our own safety. He therefore pulled straight to 
the Dolphin, and ordering the whole of her boats to be 
lowered and manned, sent them alongside the frigate, 
coming on board himself to superintend the opera- 
tions upon which he had decided. 

His first act was to order the whole of the frigate's 
boats to be stripped of their oars, rowlocks, and bot- 
tom-boards, and when this was done they were low- 
ered, and the prisoners, wounded as well as sound, 
sent down into them ; when, as soon as he had satisfied 
himself that the whole of the Frenchmen were out of 
the ship, the frigate's boats were towed about a mile 
away and cast adrift. Meanwhile, in obedience to in- 
structions, I had collected all the inflammable mate- 
rial that I could lay hands upon, and had set the 
ship on fire in four places, with the result that when 
the Dolphin's boats returned alongside our prize to 
take us off, she was well alight, with the smoke pour- 
ing in dense clouds up through every opening in the 
deck. It took us but a short time to leave her, and the 
moment that we were once more on board the schooner 
the sweeps were manned- and the vessel put upon a 
northerly course, this direction having been chosen in 
consequence of the discovery that a light air had 
sprung up and was coming down from the northward 
and eastward, which would place us dead to wind- 
ward of our formidable antagonists by the time that 
it reached us. 

At the moment when the Dolphin began to move, 
the lugger was some seven miles away, bearing due 
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west, the brig being about half a mile astern of her, 
and the ship perhaps a mile astern of the brig. Very 
shortly afterward the flames burst up through the 
frigate's main hatchway, and half an hour later she 
was blazing from stem to stern ; so that, although we 
had lost her, there was no chance of her again falling 
into the hands of the French. 

The breeze was a long time in finding its way down 
to us ; so long, indeed, that after waiting a full half- 
hour, with the cat's-paws playing upon the water 
within biscuit-toss of us, the helm was ported and the 
schooner headed straight for the fringe of delicate 
blue that marked the dividing line where the calm and 
the wind were contending together for the mastery. 
This was reached in about a quarter of an hour, when, 
after a feeble preliminary rustling, our canvas filled, 
the sweeps were laid in, and we began to move through 
the water at a speed of some two and a half knots per 
hour, heading up nearly due north, while the lugger 
and the brig at the same time kept away, in the hope 
apparently of intercepting us, and the ship despatched 
two of her boats to the rescue of their helpless com- 
patriots adrift in the frigate's boats. 

The lugger, which was a very fine and evidently very 
fast vessel of her class, was making desperate efforts 
to close with us, with such success that at the end of 
another half-hour it became evident that, unless the 
light and fickle breeze freshened somewhat in the 
interim, another couple of hours would see her within 
gunshot of us. This, however, gave us no concern 
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whatever, for we were far more than a match for her 
alone, and although the brig also was doing her best, 
we were both drawing away from her so steadily that 
we of the Dolphin quite reckoned upon being able in 
due time to fight and take the lugger before her con- 
sort could come up to her assistance. 

Six bells in the forenoon watch had just struck when 
the frigate blew up with a dull, heavy boom, not nearly 
so loud as I had expected to hear, but the concussion 
was terrific, causing the schooner to quiver to her 
keel, while its effect upon the languid breeze was such 
as to completely kill it for three or four minutes. At 
the end of that time it came creeping stealthily along 
the water again, and about half an hour later it reached 
the lugger, which immediately laid in her sweeps and 
hauled close to the wind in pursuit of us. We were at 
this time under all plain sail, to our royal and flying- 
jib, creeping along at a speed of about four and a half 
knots, the lugger being about a point abaft our lee 
beam and two miles distant from us, but looking up 
about half a point higher than ourselves, in her eager- 
ness to close with us. By noon it had become ap- 
parent that we had the advantage in point of speed, so 
that it lay with us to make good our escape, or not, as 
we pleased. We had, however, lost one valuable prize, 
through the inopportune appearance of the lugger and 
her consorts, and were by no means disposed to go 
off empty-handed, if we could help it. "We therefore 
quietly and unostentatiously checked our sheets and 
weather braces just sufficiently to permit the wind to 
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all but spill out of our canvas, thus deadening our way 
somewhat ; and the men then went to dinner. 

Our little ruse had its desired effect, the lugger hav- 
ing closed up to within a mile by the time that the 
men were ready to turn to again ; and as the schooner 
had long ago been cleared for action, the galley fire was 
now extinguished, and the crew went to the guns in 
readiness for the coming struggle. At the same time 
our helm was eased up a trifle, and we began to edge 
down upon our antagonist. 

Just about this time the brig caught the first of the 
breeze, and at once crowded sail in chase. It was 
therefore time for us to set about our work in earnest, 
if we did not desire to have her to reckon with as well 
as the lugger. Nevertheless, we still withheld our fire ; 
the skipper being determined not to begin until he 
could make short work of it. 

" Mr. Bowen," said he to me, when we were within 
about half a mile of the lugger, " I want to take that 
fellow with as little damage as possible to his spars and 
rigging, because if they happen to be much cut up we 
may find ourselves so seriously hampered as to have 
some difficulty in getting away from the other two. 
Be good enough, therefore, to go round the deck, and 
direct the men to aim with the utmost care at the ports, 
so that our shot may sweep her decks and drive her 
men from their guns, after which it will be an easy 
matter to run alongside and carry her with a rush. I 
expect her people are already so tired with their long 
spell at the sweeps that they will not have much stom- 
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ach for a hand-to-band fight. Ha! there she opens 
fire ! So it is time to show our colours." 

And he proceeded to bend on and hoist the ensign 
with his own hands, while I turned away to carry out 
his instructions. 

The single shot that the lugger had fired flew fair 
between our masts, cutting our lee topsail brace. The 
damage, however, was repaired in less than five minutes 
by a hand who sprang aloft and neatly spliced and re- 
rove the brace. Meanwhile our lads had carefully 
levelled and pointed their guns, and now only awaited 
the word to fire. This soon came from the skipper, 
whereupon the five guns in our larboard broadside 
rang out together, five neat holes in the lugger's bul- 
warks testifying to the accuracy with which they had 
been aimed. The lugger almost instantly replied with 
her starboard broadside, and again the shot went 
humming over us, but this time without doing any 
damage. They probably had no very keen desire to 
en ^ a & e us single-handed, but were anxious to cripple us 
and so give time for the brig to close to their support ; 
but in their anxiety to do this they had pointed their 
guns so high that the shot had flown over us altogether. 

Our lads were quite wide-awake enough to under- 
stand the importance of making short work of the lug- 
ger. They therefore handled their guns very smartly, 
giving the enemy two broadsides in exchange for their 
one, and we were now close enough to observe that the 
second of these two broadsides had dismounted one of 
the lugger's guns. 
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" Hurrah, lads ! " exclaimed the skipper ; " look alive 
and load again. If you are smart we shall just have 
time to give another broadside, and board in the smoke. 
Stand by, fore and aft, with your grappling-irons, and 
heave as we touch. I will lead the boarders myself, 
Mr. Bowen ; so be good enough to take charge of the 
ship w 

He was interrupted by another broadside from the 
lugger, which this time crashed in through the bul- 
warks, and I immediately felt that I was hurt, a sharp, 
stinging, burning pain just above my left elbow indi- 
cating the locality of the injury. It proved to be a 
mere trifle, however, a large splinter having been 
driven into the flesh. I quickly pulled it out, and hur- 
riedly bound up the wound with my pocket handker- 
chief, and as I was doing so Captain Winter gave the 
word to the helmsman to "Up helm, and run her 
aboard!" 

" I see that you are hurt, Mr. Bowen," said he, turn- 
ing to me. " Nothing very serious, I hope ? " 

" A mere scratch, sir, I thank you," replied I. " Noth- 
ing worth speaking about." 

" So much the better," answered the skipper. " Are 
you ready, there, with the guns? Then fire as we 
touch, and then follow me everybody but the sail-trim- 
mers. Fire ! " 

The two vessels collided with considerably more 
violence than I had anticipated, so much so, indeed, 
that the shock sent me reeling to the deck, whereby I 
just escaped being shot through the head by the vol- 
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ley of musketry with which the Frenchmen greeted 
our arrival ; at the same moment our broadside again 
crashed through and through the lugger's bulwarks ; 
and with a hearty cheer on our side, and a terrific hulla- 
baloo on the part of the French, our lads leapt aboard 
the lugger, and, taking no denial, succeeded in clearing 
her decks after an obstinate fight of about a minute, 
during which several rather severe hurts were given 
and received on both sides. 



CHAPTER VH 

OUR ATTACK UPON ABERVRACH HARBOUR 

fPHE unwounded prisoners were quickly secured be- 
■*■ low ; the wounded on both sides being as quickly 
transferred to the Dolphin, in order that they might 
the more conveniently be attended to by our worthy 
Burgeon ; after which the prize was placed in charge of 
our second mate — a Portland man named John Com- 
ben — and we made sail in company. 

The brig was at this time about a mile distant on 
our lee quarter, while the ship was about a mile and 
a half distant, just open of the brig's stern. Captain 
Winter stood looking wistfully at the two vessels for a 
long time ; but at length turned away and said regret- 
fully : 

" I am afraid we shall have to be content with what 
we have got, George. If there was only one of them, 
and I wouldn't care very much which of them it was, I 
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would tackle her unhesitatingly ; but the two of them 
together are rather too big a mouthful for us. So 
make sail and let us get back to Weymouth as quickly 
as we can; if another Frenchman were to heave in 
sight while those two are so close to us we might find 
it a hard matter to take care of ourselves, to say noth- 
ing of the lugger." 

The brig and the ship clung persistently to our skirts 
the whole of that day, although we gradually drew 
away from them ; but during the night we lost sight of 
them, and late the next evening we arrived in Wey- 
mouth harbour without further adventure. 

Our priza — the Cerf, of St. Brieuc — proved to be a 
very fine vessel, and quite worth the taking ; still the 
prize-money accruing from her capture did not amount 
to very much, and Captain Winter came to the conclu- 
sion that, with so many vessels of our own nationality 
already swarming in the Channel, that locality could 
no longer be regarded as a very profitable cruising* 
ground. He therefore determined, with Mr. White's 
full approval, to prosecute operations further afield; 
trying the Atlantic first of all, and afterwards— if that 
did not yield satisfactory results— pushing right across 
as far as the West Indies. This decision arrived at, 
we pressed forward our preparations with all speed, 
and a week later were once more ready for sea. 

We sailed early on a Saturday morning with a 
moderate breeze at west ; and, having cleared the Bill 
of Portland, stretched away for the French coast, close- 
hauled on the starboard tack, making the land near 
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Abervrach Harbour shortly after mid-day on the fol- 
lowing* Monday. We stood in to within a mile of the 
land, and then tacked. We were about ten miles off 
shore when our look-out reported a large sail on our 
weather beam, coming down under studding-sails, and 
it being my watch on deck I went up on to the topsail 
yard to have a better look at her. 

She was about ten miles dead to windward of us at 
this time, and was steering a course to take her between 
us and the land. She was evidently a merchantman of 
about six hundred tons burden or thereabout, floating 
pretty deep in the water, and had all the appearance of 
being French. Having completed my observations, I 
went down and reported to the skipper, who immedi- 
ately gave orders to tack ship that we might get a 
nearer view of her. This was done, and when we got 
round it was found that the stranger bore broad on our 
weather-bow. We happened to be under easy sail at 
the time, and Captain Winter at first decided not to in- 
crease our spread of canvas, hoping by this means to 
impress our neighbour with the belief that we were in 
no wise concerning ourselves about him. But it would 
not do ; he clearly distrusted us, for we were no soon- 
er round than he edged away toward the land, mak- 
ing for Abervrach harbour ; and an hour later we had 
the mortification of seeing the craft — by this time de- 
terminable as a barque — enter the harbour and anchor 
under the guns of one of the two batteries that guarded 
its entrance. We hoisted French colours, and steered 
as though we, too, were about to enter the harbour ; 
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but the skipper was altogether too wary to venture in- 
side, so when by observation we had ascertained all 
that we could about the place without exposing the 
schooner to the fire of either of the batteries, we tacked 
and stood off shore again as though working along the 
coast. This was about six bells in the afternoon watch, 
and as the breeze was light and the flood-tide against 
us, we made very little progress, and of that little we 
wasted as much as we thought we dared without ex- 
citing suspicion ; our object being to remain in the 
neighbourhood until after dark, and then attempt a 
cutting-out expedition. 

The harbour was a snug enough place, and excellently 
adapted for the purpose of sheltering shipping from 
the attack of an enemy ; the entrance being guarded by 
two six-gun batteries — one on each headland — mount- 
ing thirty-two pounders, the combined fire of both 
batteries effectually commanding the entrance. These 
two batteries were apparently all that we had to fear ; 
but they were quite enough, nay, more than enough, 
for they were capable of sinking a much bigger craft 
than the Dolphin in less than ten minutes. It was these 
batteries, therefore, that we had to reckon with in the 
first place ; and, after talking the matter quietly over 
in the cabin, it was ultimately decided that, as soon as 
it was dark enough to conceal our movements, the can- 
vas should be taken off the schooner, and she should 
be allowed to drive, under bare poles, along the coast 
back to the eastward until once more abreast of the 
harbour entrance, when the anchor was to be let go. 
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Then a sharp look-oat was to be kept for the barque, 
and if there were no signs of her making: an attempt to 
slip out to sea again before two o'clock in the morn- 
ing, the boats were to be lowered, and the skipper and 
I, with all the hands that could be spared, were to pull 
in, surprise the batteries, spike the guns, and then dash 
aboard the barque and bring her out. 

The night happened to be dark, with an overcast sky 
and a thick drizzle of rain ; it was therefore excellently 
adapted for our purpose, and having arrived within 
about a mile and a half of the land, the first part of our 
programme was carried out by furling everything and 
allowing the schooner to drive up the coast until a 
deeper blackness in the shadow that indicated the land 
revealed that we were off the harbour's mouth. Here 
the anchor was let go ; and as every precaution had 
been taken to prevent any light from showing on board 
the schooner, we had good reason for hoping that our 
presence in that particular spot was unsuspected. An 
anchor watch was set, with instructions to keep a sharp 
look-out and at once report to the skipper anything of 
an unusual or suspicious character, when all hands 
turned in for the purpose of securing as much rest as 
possible prior to the execution of the important task 
that we had set ourselves. 

Nothing having occurred during the earlier part of 
the night, all hands were called at four bells in the 
middle watch, a cup of hot coffee and a biscuit was 
served out to each man, and then those who were to go 
away in the boats were told off and armed ; after which 
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the skipper made a short speech, explaining the nature 
of tho service upon which we were about to engage, and 
how it was proposed to execute it, after which the boats 
were got into the water, and we pulled away with 
muffled oars for the shore. 

It had been arranged that the skipper should tackle 
the battery on the eastern side of the harbour mouth, 
while I was to deal with the one on the western head- 
land ; and as it was deemed possible that, despite all 
our efforts to mislead those on shore, our appearance 
during the afternoon might have awakened a sufficient 
amount of uneasiness to cause a watch to be sat for 
us, it was further arranged that a landing should be 
effected, if possible, on the outside beach ; since if we 
were expected, we should almost certainly be looked 
for somewhere along the more sheltered shore inside 
the harbour. 

Our expedition numbered sixty men, all told— thirty 
in each division, — and upon shoving off from the 
schooner the two divisions at once separated, the 
skipper bearing away to the eastward, while I hauled 
up for a point about half a mile, as nearly as I could 
guess, to the westward of the western battery. 

The night was even thicker and darker than it had 
been when we brought the schooner to an anchor off 
the harbour's mouth ; there was a cold, dismal rain 
persistently falling, and the breeze, having freshened 
up considerably, was now sweeping over the sea with a 
dreary, wintry, moaning sound that distinctly accent- 
uated the discomfort of our situation, while it had 
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knocked up a sea that threatened to render our landing 
a work of very considerable difficulty and danger. This 
became increasingly apparent as we drew closer in with 
the land, the roar of the surf upon the rocky beach and 
the ghostly white gleam and flash of the fringe of 
breakers exciting within me a feeling of very lively ap- 
prehension as to the safety of the boats. We pulled 
cautiously in to within about fifty fathoms of the beach, 
and then turned the boats round, bow3 on to the sea, 
while we looked anxiously about for a suitable spot at 
which to beach them, allowing them to drift shoreward 
meanwhile ; but it soon became evident that, if we de- 
sired to land outside the harbour's mouth, it would be 
necessary for us to seek a more favourable spot for the 
purpose, the surf being so heavy and the shore so 
thickly cumbered with rocks, just where we were, that 
any attempt at beaching the boats would only result in 
their destruction, and possibly the loss of several lives. 
We therefore hauled off again a short distance, and 
directed our search somewhat further westward, when, 
after traversing the line of beach for somewhere about 
half a mile, we found ourselves in a sort of miniature 
harbour, about fifteen fathoms wide, formed by a pro- 
pcting reef of rocks, under the lee of which we forth- 
with effected a landing without the slightest difficulty. 
I left two men in each boat, to take care of them and 
keep them afloat, and then, having satisfied myself as 
well as I could that our ammunition had been kept dry 
and in serviceable condition, I tad the rest of my party 
up the steep, slippery face of the low cliffs beyond the 
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beach. A breathless scramble of some three or four 
minutes carried us to the top ; and all that remained 
was for us to follow the edge of the cliff to the east- 
ward, when we should indue time find ourselves at the 
battery which was the primary object of our attack. 

The result of our procedure amply demonstrated 
the wisdom of the skipper's arrangements ; for when 
we reached the battery— which we did rather sooner 
than I had expected -we found it absolutely unguard- 
ed at the rear, the sentinels, three in number, being 
so posted as to watch the harbour entrance only. 
Where the rest of the garrison were we could not at 
the moment discover, but, feeling certain that they 
were somewhere close at hand, it became necessary to 
proceed with the utmost caution ; I therefore formed 
up my little band under the shelter and in the deep 
shadow of a projecting angle, and, enjoining upon 
them the most absolute silence, entered the battery 
alone for the purpose of reconnoitring. 

I gained the inside without difficulty — the gate hav- 
ing been carelessly left unfastened — and at once found 
myself in a semicircular court -yard formed by the 
gun platform of the battery and the sod revetment 
which surrounded it. The platform was about eight 
feet high, and was apparently casemated, for immedi- 
ately in front of me, as I entered, was a door and two 
windows, through the latter of which streamed into 
the blackness of the night the feeble rays of a barrack 
lantern. Pyramidal piles of round shot were stacked 
here and there about the gravelled court-yard; and 
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upon approaching one of these and passing my hand 
over the shot, I came to the conclusion that the live 
guns which I dimly made out as shapeless masses of 
blackness upon the platform were thirty-two pounders. 
The three sentries, wrapped in their greatcoats, stood 
motionless, one in the centre and one at each ex- 
tremity of the platform, facing to seaward, but I 
judged from their listless attitudes that they were any- 
thing but on the alert. Access to the platform was 
obtained by two broad flights of stone steps, one at 
either extremity. 

It was the work of but two or three minutes for me 
to ascertain these particulars, having done which I re- 
turned to my men, gave them most careful instructions 
how to proceed, and then led them into the battery, 
where, while the main body silently divided and stole 
round, in the shadow of the platform, to the guard- 
room door, about which they ranged themselves, I and 
two others, whom I had especially picked for the pur- 
pose, drew off our boots, and, in our stockinged feet, 
crept, silently as shadows, up on to the gun platform, 
where each of us crouched behind a gun waiting for a 
signal which I had arranged to give. I selected as 
my victim the sentinel who mounted guard in tli9 mid- 
dle of the platform, because he was the most difficult 
man to approach, the other two being posted close to 
the head of the two flights of stone steps, and I knew 
that by the time that I had reached him my men 
would be quite ready. 

The fellow stood close to the middle gun, on its lee 
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side, and appeared to be sheltering himself as well as 
he could from the wind and the rain by crouching close 
to its carriage. His back was toward me. I therefore 
had no difficulty whatever in approaching him, which 
I did in a crouching attitude until I was near enough 
to touch the flapping skirts of his coat. Then, draw- 
ing myself up to my full height and taking a deep 
breath, I coughed loudly as a signal to my two men, 
at the same instant clapping one hand over the senti- 
nel's mouth and seizing his musket in the other as I 
drove my knee into the small of his back and bore him 
irresistibly to the ground. 

" Utter no sound if you value your life ! " I hissed in 
his ear, in French ; and whether it was that my caution 
was effective, or that the poor fellow was too utterly 
surprised and astounded to speak, certain it is that he 
lay perfectly quiet, with my knee on his breast and my 
hand clutching his throat, while I carefully laid down 
the musket and drew a gag aud some line from my 
pocket wherewith to secure him. A subdued scuffling 
to my right and left, scarcely audible above the rush 
of the wind and the roar of the breakers on the out- 
side beach, told me that the other two sentinels were 
being similarly dealt with ; but there was no outcry 
whatever, and in less than five minutes we had all 
three of them securely gagged, and bound hand and 
foot. 

The next thing was to secure the remainder of the 
garrison, and this we did without any difficulty, simply 
flinging open the guard-room door and dashing in, 
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cutlass and pistol in hand, upon the sleeping* soldiers, 
and seizing the muskets that stood neatly ranged in a 
rack along one of the walls. There was a terrific out- 
cry and jabber among the astonished Frenchmen for a 
minute or two, with some show of a disposition to re- 
sist ; but I pointed out to them that there were only 
thirty of them to twenty -six of us, that we were 
armed while they were not, and that we were not in 
the humour to put up with any nonsense whatever; 
which, with the resolute attitude of our men, had the 
effect of very speedily reducing them to subjection. 

I had brought a hammer and a handful of nails with 
me, and my next business was to spike the guns. 
This occupied but a very few minutes, and when it 
was done I returned to the guard-room with the in- 
tention of withdrawing my men. As I glanced round 
the room, however, I caught sight of a small bunch of 
keys hanging against the wall, and, thinking that these 
might possibly belong to the magazine, the spirit of 
mischief suggested to me the propriety of destroying 
the battery altogether, instead of merely temporarily 
disabling it ; so I took down the keys, and, lighting 
another lantern, of which there were several, I pro- 
ceeded to investigate. 

It was as I had anticipated. The keys were those of 
the magazine and the store-room, and, entering the 
former, I soon found that there was an ample stock of 
powder, in kegs and made up into cartridges, to wreck 
the entire structure. There was also a coil of slow match, 
a piece of which I cut off, and, taking it outside, lighted 
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it for the purpose of ascertaining the rate at which it 
burnt. This was soon done, whereupon I cut off enough 
to burn for about twenty minutes, opened the kegs of 
powder, and emptying one of them in a heap in the 
middle of the floor, buried one end of the slow match in 
the pile, taking the other end outside. I then returned 
to the guard-room and marched the prisoners, sur- 
rounded by my own men, outside the battery, when, 
having assured myself that all hands were safe, I in- 
formed the Frenchmen that I was about to blow up the 
battery, and recommended them to run for their lives, 
at the same time directing my own men to let them go. 
The Frenchmen needed no second bidding. Away they 
went down the slope like startled deer, tumbling over 
each other in their anxiety to escape from the effects 
of the anticipated explosion, to the great delight and 
amusement of our people, and in less than a minute 
they had vanished in the darkness. The Frenchmen 
thus disposed of, I ordered my own men to make the 
best of their way down to the boats, there to wait for 
me, and then re-entered the battery. It had been ar- 
ranged between the skipper and myself that each of us 
should, after taking our respective batteries, display a 
lantern or light of some sort, on the parapet, as a sig- 
nal to the other. And my first act, therefore, upon re- 
turning to the battery, was to light a lantern and place 
it where it could be seen from the other battery, and at 
the same time be shielded from the wind and the rain. 
"While doing this I noted with satisfaction that the cap- 
tain's signal was already displayed ; so, comforted with 
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the assurance that both batteries were now rendered 
harmless, I descended to the court-yard, and, with 
some difficulty, succeeded in igniting the slow match. 
I waited only long enough to make quite sure that it 
was burning all right, and then made a bolt of it for 
my life, overtaking my men just as they reached the 
beach. We found the boats all right, and perfectly 
safe, but the men in charge growing very uneasy, as 
the tide was rising fast over the reef of rocks that 
sheltered the little cove in which they were lying, and 
a very nasty, awkward sea was beginning to roll in, oc- 
casioning the boat-keepers a great deal of trouble and 
anxiety in their endeavours to prevent the boats being 
stove. " All is well that ends well," however, the boats 
had thus far escaped, and we lost no time in tumbling 
into them and shoving off. Just as we did so a terrific 
glare lit up the sky for an instant, accompanied by a 
violent concussion of the rocks upon which some of us 
were standing, and followed by a deep, thunderous 
boom. Our battery had blown up, and presently, 
above the seething roar of the sea and the moaning of 
the wind, we caught the crashing sound of the falling 
fragments of masonry and earth, and the thud of the 
heavy guns dislodged from their resting-places upon 
the demolished platform. 

Meanwhile the wind and the sea had both been 
steadily increasing until it had grown to be what sail- 
ors expressively term " a regularly dirty night," and 
we were no sooner clear of our sheltering reef of rocks 
than we were struck by a comber that pretty nearly 
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half -filled the boat that I happened to be in, the other 
boat, which was astern of us, faring little or no better. 
The men, however, bent to their oars with a will, and in 
about ten minutes, by keeping the boats stem-on to the 
sea, we forced our way out through the broken water 
and were enabled to head for the harbour, toward 
which, wet to the skin, and half-dead with the cold of 
the piercing bitter wind, we made the best of our way. 
Just inside the harbour entrance, and about mid-chan- 
nel, we fell in with the skipper's two boats, which had 
arrived a few minutes earlier, and were lying upon 
their oars, waiting for us. Thus reunited, the skipper 
and I briefly exchanged details of the result of our re- 
spective efforts, after which we gave way in line abreast 
for the spot where we expected to find the barque. 
We pulled for a quarter of an hour but failed to dis- 
cover her, although the skipper and I were equally 
confident that we must be close to the spot where we 
had seen her at anchor. Then, after a brief consulta- 
tion, it was agreed that the boats should separate and 
search for her, a pistol-shot from the lucky boat being 
the signal arranged to notify that the search had been 
successful. This plan, or rather the first part of it, was 
at once put into execution, each boat pulling away in a 
different direction from the others ; but although we 
diligently searched in every likely direction, frequently 
encountering one or another of the other boats, the 
barque was nowhere to be found, and, not to needlessly 
spin out this adventure, it may suffice to say that we 
fruitlessly hunted all over the harbour until daylight, 
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when it became evident that in some mysterious man- 
ner the vessel had contrived to give us the slip and 
make good her escape. It had probably occurred dur- 
ing the time that the skipper and I had been busy with 
the batteries ; but the most curious part of it all was 
that Comben, our second mate, left in charge of the 
schooner, declared that, although he had never relaxed 
his vigilance for an instant, from the time of our leav- 
ing until our return on board, neither he nor any of 
the men who shared his watch with him had seen any- 
thing whatever of the craft. We thus had an arduous, 
dangerous, and most trying 1 night's work for nothing ; 
for with the escape of the barque our work upon the 
batteries became absolutely useless to us. So, in no 
very good humour, we all shifted into dry clothing, 
weighed our anchor, shaping a course to the northward 
and westward, and then went to breakfast. 



CHAPTEE VEII 

WE FALL IN WITH A CONVOY 

rpHE next three days were spent in dodging about 
-*- the chops of the Channel, during which we saw 
nothing except a few homeward-bound British mer- 
chantmen — all of them armed and quite capable of tak- 
ing care of themselves — and a British line-of-battle 
ship, by which we were chased for six hours, but which 
we had little difficulty in escaping by jamming the 
schooner close upon a wind. The unsophisticated 
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reader may perhaps be inclined to wonder why we 
should have been chased by one of our own men-o'- 
war ; and why, being chased, we should have taken any 
trouble to escape from her. The fact, however, was that 
the Dolphin was altogether too rakish-looking a craft 
to be mistaken for a plodding merchantman, her long, 
low, beamy hull, taunt, tapering spars, and broad 
spread of superbly-cut canvas proclaimed her a sea- 
rover as far as the eye could distinguish her ; and, as 
the ensign carried was at that time but an indifferent 
guarantee of a vessel's nationality, it was the impera- 
tive duty of our men-o'-war, when falling in with such 
a craft, to make sure, if possible, that she was not an 
enemy and a danger to our commerce. Our friend the 
two-decker was therefore quite justified in her endeav- 
our to get alongside us and obtain a sight of our pa- 
pers ; and had we possessed any assurance that her 
delicate attentions would have ended there, her people 
would have been quite welcome to come aboard us, and 
overhaul the schooner and her papers to their heart's 
content. But, unfortunately, we had no such assur- 
ance. There was, at the time of which I am now writ- 
ing, a very great difficulty in procuring men enough to 
adequately man our ships of war, and there was there- 
fore no alternative left to the government but to resort 
to the process of impressment, a process which naval 
officers were too often apt to adopt with scant discrimi- 
nation. In their anxiety to secure a full complement 
for their ships they deemed themselves justified not 
only in pressing men ashore, but even in boarding the 
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merchantmen of their own nation upon the high seas 
and impressing so many men out of them that in- 
stances were by no means rare of traders being subse- 
quently lost through being thus made so short-hand- 
ed that their crews were insufficient in number and 
strength to successfully battle against bad weather. 
The crews of vessels furnished with letters of marque 
were nominally protected from impressment ; but we 
were fully aware that the protection was only nominal, 
and altogether insufficient ; hence it came about that a 
British privateer was always very much more anxious 
to escape from a man-o'-war flying the colours of her 
own country than she was to avoid a ship flying those 
of the enemy. 

And now, to return to my story. On the fourth day 
after our abortive adventure in Abervrach harbour the 
wind hauled round from the eastward, and, heartily 
tired of and disgusted with our ill-luck, we gladly 
squared away before it to seek a better fortune on the 
bosom of the broad Atlantic. For a fortnight we 
stretched away to the southward and westward, when 
we sighted and passed the lofty heights and precipi- 
tous cliffs of Flores and Corvo, in the neighbourhood 
of which Captain Winter determined to cruise for a 
week, it being customary for homeward-bound ships 
from the southward to endeavour to make these islands 
and so check their reckoning. The wind, meanwhile, 
had gone round, and was now blowing a very mod- 
erate breeze from the southward, with a clear sky, 
bright sunshine, and a pleasantly mild temperature. 
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We cruised for eight days off the Azores, sighting 
only three vessels during the whole of that time ; and 
as they were all British they were of course of no use to 
us. Then, intensely disappointed at our continued ill- 
luck, we hauled our wind and, with a freshening breeze 
from the south-west, stretched away to the westward 
on the larboard tack, Captain Winter having deter- 
mined to look for better fortune in the West Indian 
waters. 

For the first two days after quitting the neighbour- 
hood of the Azores we made excellent progress ; and 
then a steadily falling barometer, accompanied by a 
lowering sky and a rapid increase in the strength of 
the wind, warned us to prepare for bad weather. Up 
to this time we had been carrying our topgallant-sail, 
flying-jib, and small gaff-topsail; but with the steady 
freshening of the wind, the approach of night, and the 
threatening aspect of the sky, the skipper deemed it 
prudent to stow our light canvas and to take down a 
reef in the mainsail and topsail. It was well that this 
precaution was taken ; for during the night the wind 
increased to the strength of a gale, with a very heavy, 
dangerous sea ; and when morning came it found us 
snugged down to the jib — with the bonnet off, — reefed 
foresail, and close-reefed mainsail. It was at this time 
looking very black and wild to windward ; the sky 
all along the south-western horizon being of a deep 
slaty, indigo hue, swept by swift-flying streamers of 
dirty, whitish-gray cloud ; while the leaden-gray sea, 
scourged into a waste of steep, foam-capped ridges 
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and deep, seething:, wind - furrowed valleys, had al- 
ready risen to such a height as to completely be- 
calm our low canvas every time that the schooner 
settled down into the trough. The time was evi- 
dently at hand when it would be necessary for us to 
heave-to ; the schooner was therefore got round upon 
the starboard tack, with her head to the southward ; 
and, as the barometer was still falling, the hands were 
set to work to send down the yards and house the top- 
masts while it was still possible to do so. The task 
was a dangerous one ; but we had plenty of strength, 
and, the men working with a will, it was accomplished 
within an hour ; and the schooner was then ready, as 
we hoped, to face the worst that could happen. By 
noon it was blowing so furiously, and the sea had in- 
creased to such an extent, that the skipper determined 
not to risk the vessel any longer by further attempting 
to sail her, and she was accordingly hove-to under a 
close-reefed foresail, when everybody but the officer in 
charge of the deck, and the man at the wheel, went 
below. 

As the day wore on the weather grew worse, and by 
nightfall it was blowing a perfect hurricane, the force of 
the wind being so great that, even under the small rag 
of a close-reefed foresail, the schooner was bowed down 
to her water-ways, and her lee scuppers were all afloat. 
Yet the little craft was making splendid weather of it, 
riding the mountainous seas as light and dry as a gull, 
looking well up into the wind, and fore-reaching at the 
rate of fully three knots in the hour. But it was a dreary 
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and uncomfortable time for us all, the air being so full 
of scud-water that it was like being exposed to a con- 
tinuous torrent of driving rain ; despite our oil-skins 
and sou'-westers half an hour on deck was sufficient to 
secure one a drenching to the skin, while the spray, 
driven into one's face by the furious sweep of the hur- 
ricane, cut and stung like the lash of a whip. The 
schooner, being but a small craft, too, was extraordi- 
narily lively ; leaping and plunging, rolling and pitch- 
ing to such an extent and with so quick a motion that 
it was quite impossible to keep one's footing without 
holding on to something ; while to secure a meal de- 
manded a series of feats of dexterity that would have 
turned a professional acrobat green with envy. And 
all this discomfort was emphasized, as it were, by the 
yelling and hooting and shrieking of the wind aloft, 
the roar of the angry sea, and the heavy, perpetual 
swish of spray upon the deck. 

It was about three bells in the first watch that night, 
when — I being in charge of the deck, and the skipper 
keeping me company — a light was made out upon our 
lee bow, quickly followed by another, and another, and 
still another, until the whole of the horizon ahead was 
lighted up like a town, there being probably over two 
hundred lights in sight. It was evident that we were 
approaching a large concourse of ships ; and in about 
an hour's time we found ourselves driving into the very 
heart of the fleet. The night was altogether too dark 
for us to be enabled to make out who and what they 
were ; but the skipper was of opinion that we had en- 
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countered a large convoy, and as it was impossible to 
tell whether they were friends or foes, he determined 
to wear the schooner round, as soon as we could find 
room, and heave her to with her head to the westward, 
like the rest of the fleet, when the morning would en- 
able us to ascertain the nationality of our neighbours 
and decide whether anything was likely to be gained 
by keeping them company. At eight bells, therefore, 
by which time we had passed right through the fleet, 
we got the schooner round and waited impatiently 
until morning. There was a good deal of firing of 
blank cartridge, throughout the night, as also of sig- 
nalling with coloured lanterns ; but we could, of course, 
make nothing of it, and took it simply to mean that the 
men-o'-war in charge of the convoy were doing their 
best to keep the fleet from becoming scattered during 
the continuance of the gale. 

When morning dawned, and the light came strug- 
gling feebly through the thick pall of murky, storm- 
torn vapour that overspread the sky, it became appar- 
ent that the skipper's surmise as to the character of the 
fleet had been correct : the Dolphin being in the midst 
of some two hundred and fifty sail of vessels of differ- 
ent rigs, from the stately ship to the saucy schooner, 
in charge of two seventy-fours, a fifty-gun ship, a frig- 
ate, and four eighteen-gun brigs. The men-o'-war were 
all snugged comfortably down, royal and topgallant 
yards on deck, topgallant-masts struck, and not an 
ounce of unnecessary top-hamper aloft ; but most of 
the merchantmen had kept everything standing, even 
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to their royal yards. There were a few, however — 
mostly the larger craft, — who had sent down their top- 
hamper ; and there were others— notably a very fine 
frigate-built ship — that had lost one or more of their 
spars during the gale, and were now in great difficul- 
ties, with the wreck thrashing about aloft and not only 
threatening the remaining spars, but also the lives of 
the crew, who could be seen endeavouring to cut the 
raffle adrift. That the convoy was British became ap- 
parent as soon as the light grew strong enough to en- 
able us to distinctly make out our nearest neighbours. 

It struck me that the men-o* -war's people were not 
keeping their eyes quite so wide open as the}' might 
have done ; for there were only four other schooners 
beside ourselves in the whole fleet, and one would have 
supposed that the presence of a fifth would instantly 
have been noticed — especially when that fifth wore 
so very roguish an appearance as the Dolphin, — yet 
throughout the whole of that day no effort was made to 
ascertain our nationality, where we came from, whither 
we were bound, or anything about us ! Of course, un- 
der ordinary circumstances, having ascertained that the 
convoy was British, and, therefore, of no especial in- 
terest to us, we should have parted company by getting 
the schooner round with her head to the southward. 
There was, however, one circumstance that decided 
the skipper to keep company with the convoy a little 
longer, and it was this : 

As has already been mentioned, there was a very 
fine, frigate-built merchantman in the fleet, which, 
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when morning dawned, was seen to be in a situation of 
considerable difficulty, her fore and mizzen topmast and 
main topgallant-mast being over the side, having ap- 
parently been earned away during the night by the tre- 
mendous rolling and pitching of the ship. And near 
her was an exceedingly smart-looking brigantine, with 
main topmast and fore topgallant-mast housed. This 
vessel joined the convoy about daybreak and was now 
hove-to under a close-reefed main trysail, and fore top- 
mast staysail, which ought to have enabled her to 
easily forge ahead and eat out to windward of the dis- 
abled ship. And, as a matter of fact, she did so ; yet 
somehow she always seemed to drop back again into 
her old place, just to leeward of the ship ; and after 
observing her motions for some time, I became im- 
pressed with the idea that this was the result of delib- 
erate design, rather than of accident. For something 
seemed to be constantly going wrong with her trysail 
sheet, necessitating a temporary taking in of the sail, 
during which she would pay off and go wallowing away 
to leeward for a distance of three or four miles, when 
the sail would be reset, and she would come creeping 
stealthily and imperceptibly up into somewhere near her 
old berth again. And this was done so naturally that, 
had it not occurred more than once, I do not know that 
I should have taken any notice of it. To me, however, 
the circumstance wore a rather suspicious appearance ; 
and when I had mentioned it to the skipper he seemed 
somewhat disposed to take my view that the craft, al- 
though apparently British built, was in reality an 
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enemy's privateer, with designs upon the disabled ship 
as soon as a favourable opportunity should occur for 
carrying them out. At all events there appeared to be 
enough probability in the hypothesis to induce Cap- 
tain Winter to remain in company of the convoy, to 
watch the progress of events, instead of wearing round 
and resuming our course to the southward. 

The gale continued to blow all day with unabated 
fury, and the convoy, of course, remained hove-to. 
But, as the hours wore on, the several craft gradually 
became more scattered, the less weatherly vessels 
steadily settling away to leeward, until, by the time 
that the dark, gloomy day drew toward its close, the 
fleet was spread out over a surface of ocean measuring, 
as nearly as one could judge, nearly or quite twelve 
miles in every direction : those craft that had sus- 
tained damage aloft naturally for the most part set- 
tling to leeward at a greater rate than the rest, 
since they were unable to dispose their canvas so ad- 
vantageously as the others for the purpose of lying-to. 
The frigate and gun-brigs were kept busy all day 
watching these stragglers, urging them by signal, 
and the occasional firing of guns, to close with the 
main body of the fleet, and generally playing the part 
of sheep-dogs; while the crews of the lame ducks 
could be seen clearing away the wreck of their broken 
spars, unbending their split sails and bending others 
in place, and, in fact, doing their utmost to comply 
with the orders of the men-o'-war. But, after all, their 
utmost was but little ; the merchantmen being alto- 
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gether too lightly manned to be able to do really ef- 
fective work in the face of such a gale as was then 
blowing. The brigantine that had excited our sus- 
picions had come in for a share of the attention of one 
of the gun-brigs, and it was noticeable that, after the 
man o'-war had run down and hailed her, no further 
accidents appeared to have happened aboard her, so 
that the disabled ship had gradually settled away 
some five miles astern and to leeward of her. Just as 
the darkness was closing down upon us, however, she 
took in her trysail and fore topmast staysail, and set a 
main staysail instead ; but they were so long about it 
that, when at length the change had been effected, the 
ship had drawn up to within about half a mile of the 
brigantine's lee quarter. I directed Captain Winter's 
attention to this, and he agreed with me that the ma- 
noeuvre had an exceedingly suspicious appearance. 

" The ship, however, is quite safe for the present," 
he remarked ; " for, even assuming the brigantine to 
be a Frenchman and a privateer, her people can do 
nothing so long as it continues to blow so heavily as 
at present. But directly that the wind shows signs of 
dropping we may look out; and if we observe any 
further suspicious manoeuvres we may safely conclude 
that she is French, and, if the men-o'-war do not fore- 
stall us, we will have a slap at her ; for she appears to 
be a wonderfully fast and weatherly craft and is cer- 
tainly a most magnificent sea-boat." 

I determined that I would keep a sharp eye upon 
the movements of that brigantine — for I could not rid 
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my mind of a very strong suspicion that her people 
meant mischief,— and I accordingly watched her until 
she had displayed her light, which I then pointed out 
to a man whom I told off for the especial purpose of 
keeping his eye on it ; it being my intention to per- 
suade the skipper, if possible, to run down a little 
closer to her when it had become sufficiently dark to 
conceal our movements from observation. Captain 
Winter offered no objection to my proposal; and ac- 
cordingly, at eight bells of the second dog-watch, 
when the deck was relieved, our helm was put up and 
we edged away down toward the light which was 
stated to be that of the brigantine. But when at 
length, by careful manoeuvring, we had contrived to 
approach within biscuit-toss of the vessel displaying 
it, it was discovered, to my chagrin, that she was not 
the brigantine, but a large barque, the skipper of 
which appeared to be greatly frightened at our sud- 
den appearance near him ; for he hailed us, in execra- 
ble French, that he was armed, and that if we did not 
sheer off forthwith he would fire into us. I replied, 
in English, that he need not be afraid of us, as we 
were British, like himself, and then inquired whether 
he had seen a large brigantine in his neighbour- 
hood. I got a reply to my question, it is true, but it 
was utterly incomprehensible ; and I doubt very much 
whethe; the man understood what I had said to him ; 
for the wind rendered it almost impossible for the 
most powerful voice to make itself heard, unless at a 
very short distance and dead to windward, as was the 
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barque when her skipper hailed us. We made several 
attempts to find the brigantine that night, but some- 
how failed to stumble across either her or the disabled 
ship upon which we suspected her of entertaining de- 



CHAPTEK IX 

A NARROW ESCAPE, AND A FORTUNATE DISCOVERT 

ABOUT midnight there were signs that the gale had 
pretty well blown itself out. There was a dis- 
tinct, if not very strongly marked decrease in the 
strength of the wind, and about an hour before dawn 
the veil of impenetrable vapour overhead broke away, 
showing, first of all, a small patch of clear sky, with 
half a dozen stars or so blinking out of it, and then 
other and larger patches, with more stars; until, by 
the time of sunrise, the sky was clear, save for the thin 
detached tatters of fleecy vapour that still swept scur- 
rying away to the northward and eastward. 

It was my morning watch on deck ; and with the 
first gray light of early dawn I indulged in a thor- 
oughly searching scrutiny of the fleet— or as much of 
it as still remained in sight, — on the look-out for the 
brigantine ; but I failed to discover any traces either 
of her or of the disabled ship. This I considered not 
only surprising but exceedingly suspicious ; as the 
crew of the ship had contrived, during the previous 
day, to clear away the wreck of their top-hamper, and 



Digitized by 



Google 



110 THE LOG OF A PRIVATEERSMAN 

to get their craft once more under command by setting 
their fore and main topsails and a make-shift fore- 
staysail, under which the vessel appeared to be doing 
exceedingly well when the darkness of the preceding 
night had closed down upon the convoy. Indeed, so 
well had she been doing that it occurred to me as pos- 
sible that she might, during the night, have managed 
to work herself into a tolerably weatherly position, rel- 
atively to the rest of the fleet ; and I therefore took 
the ship's telescope and went up as far as the cross- 
trees, to see whether, from that elevation, I could dis- 
cover anything of her to windward. But although I 
spent a long half hour aloft, carefully scrutinizing 
every craft in sight, I was quite unable to pick up 
either the ship or the brigantine. I was still aloft 
when the skipper made his appearance on deck ; and, 
as I had by that time about concluded my search, 
upon seeing him looking up at me I gave one more 
comprehensive glance round the horizon, and then 
descended to make my report. 

" It is exceedingly odd," remarked the skipper, when 
I had assured him that both vessels had vanished. 
" What can have become of them ? The brigantine 
can scarcely have taken the ship ; for there has been, 
and still is, far too much sea for boats to live in ; and 
nobody but a madman would ever dream of running a 
ship aboard in such weather ; it would simply mean 
the destruction of both craft. I wonder, now, whether 
that actually is the explanation of their disappear- 
ance ? But, no ; the man who commanded that brig- 
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antine was a sailor, whatever flag he may have sailed 
under, and no sailor would even so much as think of 
attempting such a foolhardy trick! What is your 
opinion, George ? " 

" I quite agree with you, sir, as to the impossibility 
of boarding a ship in such weather as that of last 
night," I answered. " Yet the fact remains that both 
craft have vanished. And I do not believe that their 
disappearance is the result of any accident such as, 
for instance, one of them running foul of the other dur- 
ing the darkness. Depend upon it, sir, the brigantine 
is safe enough ; and, wherever she may be at this mo- 
ment, the ship is not far from her." 

" Well, it is a very extraordinary circumstance," ob- 
served the skipper; "but I am inclined to believe, 
with you, that the disappearance of the one is inti- 
mately connected with the disappearance of the other. 
The question now is, in which direction ought they to 
be looked for?" 

I considered the matter a little, and then said : 

" It appears to me, sir, that there is at least one di- 
rection in which — supposing our suspicions to be cor- 
rect — they are quite certain not to be found, and that 
is to windward, in which direction the convoy will soon 
be making sail. If the brigantine is an enemy, and 
has had any hand in the disappearance of the ship, 
depend upon it she would not shape a course that 
would involve her being overtaken in a few hours by 
the convoy, hampered as she would be by the disabled 
ship. Nor do I think she would be altogether likely 
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to run away to leeward ; because if the ship happens 
to be missed by the men-o'-war — as she pretty cer- 
tainly will be before long, — that is precisely the direc- 
tion in which she would naturally be looked for. 
Here we are, all hove-to on the larboard tack, and my 
impression is that both vessels have remained on that 
tack ; but, instead of being hove-to all night, like the 
rest of us, they have ratched away through the fleet, 
and have disappeared away there in the north-western 
board." 

" There is a good deal of sound reason and common 
sense in that argument of yours, George, and, upon 
my word, I don't know that we could do better than 
act upon it," answered the skipper meditatively. 

" The sooner the better, sir, I think, if you will ex- 
cuse me for saying so," answered L "The frigate 
yonder is signalling to the gun-brigs, who are all an- 
swering her ; and that, to my mind, looks very much 
as though the absence of the ship and the brigantine 
has just been discovered. If so, we shall probably 
have some of the men-o'-war coming through the fleet 
making inquiries. And although we have our papers 
to show, I must confess I am not in love with the 
neighbourhood of those gentry. They may take it 
into their heads to order us to keep company until 
they can come aboard to examine our papers ; and, 
should that happen, we may say good-bye to twenty 
or thirty of our best men, to say nothing of our chance 
of finding the brigantine. See, sir, the brigs are shak- 
ing out a reef already." 
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" Ay, so they are," assented the skipper. " You are 
right, George ; it is high time for us to be off. You 
may make sail at once. Those brigs sail fairly well in 
moderate weather, but they are very crank, and I be- 
lieve we can run away from them in such weather as 
this. Here is one of them hereaway now, who looks 
as though she would like to have a word with us. 
Give the little hooker all that she will bear, George ; 
and if that fellow wants to try his rate of sailing with 
us, he is heartily welcome to do so." 

I looked in the direction indicated by the skipper, 
and saw one of the gun-brigs about a mile and a half 
astern, heading straight up for us, with the men upon 
her yards shaking out a reef from her topsails. There 
was no time to lose, so I sang out to the men ; and, the 
tone of my voice probably indicating the urgency of 
the case, they sprang into the rigging and came tum- 
bling aft, and almost as soon as the brig had got her 
topsail halliards sweated up, we were under double- 
reefed topsail, double-reefed mainsail, foresail, fore 
staysail, and jib, leaving the rest of the fleet as though 
they had been at anchor. The brig astern now fired a 
gun as a signal for us to heave-to, but the shot never 
came near us, and the only notice that we took of it 
was to hoist our colours. This caused the brig to give 
chase in earnest, shaking out another reef in her top- 
sails, and firing again. It was perfectly clear that we 
were looked upon with strong suspicion, and I had no 
doubt whatever that, if we were caught, we should be 
detained until the weather had moderated sufficiently 
8 
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for a boat to be sent aboard us. A few minutes, how- 
ever, proved sufficient to set our minds at rest with 
regard to the brig 1 astern ; she was being pressed alto- 
gether too much — for although the gale had certainly 
broken, it was still blowing heavily, — she was careened 
almost gunwale-to, and was sagging away to leeward 
bodily, as well as dropping astern of us. But unfortu- 
nately there were two other brigs, one about a mile to 
leeward and another about the same distance to wind- 
ward, which now, in obedience to signals thrown out 
by the frigate, took up the chase, and matters began 
to look exceedingly awkward for us. The brig to lee- 
ward I cared nothing about; I felt satisfied that we 
could out-sail and out- weather her ; but it was the fel- 
low to windward that caused me to feel anxious, for 
he was edging down upon us, and in a comparatively 
short time would have us under his guns. Luckily for 
us, there were a good many craft between us and this 
vessel, and there was a whole crowd of them ahead, 
into the thick of which we steered, in the hope that by 
threading our way among them we should render it 
almost impossible for our pursuers to fire upon us for 
fear of hitting some of the other vessels. 

All three of the brigs in chase were now under 
double reefed topsails, and the way in which they 
drove along through the mountainous sea, now soaring 
up to the crest of a wave in a smother of spray, show- 
ing the whole of their fore-foot and some twenty feet 
of keel, and anon diving furiously into a hollow, bury- 
ing themselves to the windlass bitts, was a sight worth 
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seeing. The brig to windward had taken up the pur- 
suit by edging broad away for us, but her people were 
not long in discovering that this would not do ; the 
lively little Dolphin was justifying her name by almost 
flying through the water, and we fore-reached out so 
rapidly that our friend quickly had to haul her wind 
again, and even then we were bringing her fast upon 
our weather quarter, although she was steadily decreas- 
ing the distance between us and herself. At length she 
tried a gun, and the shot struck the water some dis- 
tanco ahead and on our weather bow. We were nearly , if 
not quite, within range. A few minutes later she fired 
again, and this time the shot fell so close that the 
spray actucdly wetted our jib-boom. But we were now 
close to a straggling bunch of some thirty or forty 
vessels, and before the brig could again fire we were 
among them, and for fully five minutes it became im- 
possible for her to fire without running the risk of hit- 
ting one of them. Thb gave us a very handsome lift, 
of which we availed ourselves to the utmost ; and the 
brig to leeward being now well on our lee quarter, 
Captain Winter thought he might venture to edge 
away a point, which brought the brig to windward 
broad on our weather quarter. The critical moment 
was now fast approaching, for the last-mentioned ves- 
sel was now very nearly as close to us as she would be 
at all, and if we could manage to weather out the next 
twenty minutes without mishap we might hope to 
make good our escape. 
We were soon clear of the cluster of shipping that 
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had afforded us protection, and the moment that we 
were so the brig to windward again opened fire, the 
conviction of her people, no doubt, being by this time 
that we were an enemy, despite the British ensign 
streaming from our gaff-end. We heard the shot go 
humming over our mastheads, and although it did no 
damage I could see that the skipper was beginning to 
feel very uneasy, as he kept glancing from the brig 
to our own sails, as though debating within himself 
the desirability of hazarding the attempt to give the 
schooner a little more canvas. Presently we saw the 
brig luff momentarily into the wind, a line of flame 
and smoke burst from her lee broadside, and nine six- 
pound shot came skipping along the water toward us. 
The broadside was splendidly aimed, but, luckily for 
us, the moment of firing was badly chosen, or the guns 
were too much depressed, for none of the shot reached 
us. Almost at the same moment the brig to leeward 
began firing, but her shot fell so far short that from 
that moment she gave us no further concern whatever. 
The luffing of the brig to windward gave us a slight 
advantage, as by so doing she fell astern several 
fathoms ; moreover, she had by this time settled so far 
away on our quarter that a few minutes more would 
suffice to bring her almost directly into our wake, and 
I felt that, once there, we should have very little more 
to fear from her. This impression was quickly con- 
firmed, for after her late experience she fired no more 
broadsides, the only guns that she could now bring to 
bear being her bow chasers, and although the next 
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three or four shot came unpleasantly near to us, those 
that succeeded fell short, and by the time that we 
were abreast of the most northerly stragglers of the 
convoy we were practically safe, provided that none of 
our gear carried away. Of this, however, we had but 
little fear, as our rigging was all new and of the very 
best. Fortunately for us, none of the big men-o'-war 
condescended to take part in the chase, or, from the 
weatherly position which they occupied, there is very 
little doubt that they would have cut us off. As it 
was, the brigs maintained the pursuit for a distance of 
some sixteen miles altogether, when they were recalled 
by signal from the commodore. 

We were greatly elated at this escape, for although 
the utmost that we had to fear was the loss, by im- 
pressment, of some of our men, the maintenance of our 
crew intact was an important matter with us, the more 
so now that we were bound upon what might prove to 
be a lengthened cruise, during the progress of which 
many vacancies might be expected to occur, — either by 
the necessity to send away prize crews or otherwise, — 
which we should have little or no chance to fill up. 
But, over and above this, our adventure with the gun- 
brigs had afforded us a brief but sufficient opportunity 
to thoroughly test the powers of the schooner under 
circumstances of about as adverse a character as could 
well be imagined, and the triumphant manner in which 
she had more than justified our most sanguine antici- 
pations gave us unbounded confidence in her. 

By noon that day the wind had moderated suffi- 
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ciently to permit of our shaking out another reef, and 
when the sun went down out of a clear sky, shooting 
his last rays in a long trail of burning gold athwart 
the tumbling waste of still tumultuous waters, the 
Dolphin was once more under all plain sail, and speed- 
ing to the westward in the direction that we surmised 
had been taken by the brigantine and the ship. Dur- 
ing the night the wind dropped still further, and the 
following morning found us, with our sails barely filled, 
creeping lazily along over a long, low swell that had 
already begun to wear that streaky, oily appearance 
which sometimes heralds the approach of a stark 
calm. Our calculations had led us to hope that with 
the appearance of daylight on this particular morning 
we should sight the brigantine and her prize, as we 
had grown to consider the disabled ship ; but, greatly 
to our disappointment, nothing was to be seen in any 
direction, even from the lofty elevation of our royal- 
yard. As the day wore on the wind died away alto- 
gether, and by noon the schooner had lost steerage- 
way, her head boxing the compass as she floated on 
the glass-smooth undulations that alone remained to 
tell of the elemental fury that had raged over the 
spot but a few hours previously. 

We remained thus becalmed for fifty -four hours, so 
utterly devoid of movement that the ash dust and 
galley refuse hove overboard by the cook during that 
time collected into an unsightly patch alongside, just 
abaft the larboard fore rigging, in the exact spot 
where they had been thrown. The weather was now 
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excessively hot, and those of us who could swim took 
advantage of so favourable an opportunity for bath- 
ing by spending most of our time off duty in the water 
alongside, until the appearance of a shark's fin or two, 
at no great distance, warned us of the danger of such 
a proceeding, and caused the skipper to issue an order 
that no man was to go overboard without especial per- 
mission. 

A few hours of such weather, after the gale, would 
have been an agreeable change, affording us, as it did, 
an excellent opportunity to dry our drenched cloth- 
ing; but it was spun out so long that we were all 
heartily glad when, toward sunset on the second day 
of the calm, a delicate line of blue, betokening the ap- 
proach of a breeze, appeared along the northern hori- 
zon ; and by the time that the sun had sunk out of 
sight, the first faint breathings reached us. We had 
by this time arrived at the conclusion that my sur- 
mise relative to the movements of the brigautine of 
suspicious character was erroneous, and that she had 
steered in some other direction. As soon, therefore, 
as our canvas filled and the schooner gathered steer- 
age-way, a course was shaped for the south-west ; the 
skipper and I having made up our minds that the 
West Indian waters afforded the most promising field 
for the operations of such enterprising privateersmen 
as ourselves. 

The breeze that had come to us proved to be but a 
very languid zephyr after all, a scarcely perceptible 
breathing, just sufficient to give the schooner steerage- 
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way, and to drift us along at the rate of a bare two 
knots, to the south-west, through the soft, mysterious 
sheen of the star-lit night. With the dawning of the 
new day matters improved somewhat, our speed rising 
to nearly four knots. When I went on deck at six 
bells, to get a salt-water shower-bath in the head, I 
found the schooner gently stealing along over a 
smooth sea, softly wrinkled to a most delicate azure 
hue by the light touch of the faint breeze that came to 
us, cool, sweet, and refreshing, out of the north. The 
sky was a deep, pure, cloudless blue overhead, merg- 
ing, by a thousand subtle gradations, into a warm, 
pinky, primrose tint along the horizon ; and away to 
the north, low down in the sky, there floated a few in- 
definite, softly luminous cloud shapes that gave us 
some reason to hope that we might be favoured with a 
more robust breeze later on in the day, notwithstand- 
ing the oily-looking streaks and patches of calm that 
appeared here and there upon the ocean's surface. 
The watch were busily engaged in swabbing the deck 
subsequent to a vigorous treatment with the holy- 
stone ; the freshly-polished brasswprk and the guns 
flashed like gold in the brilliant morning sunlight ; 
the white canvas swelled and sank gently, as the 
schooner curtseyed upon the almost imperceptible 
heaving of the swell; everything looked fresh and 
bright and cheerful, and a thin wreath of smoke that 
floated lazily out of the galley funnel and away over 
the lee cat-head to the melody of a rollicking sea-ditty 
chanted by the cook, as he busied himself with the 
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preparation of breakfast, imparted that sense of home- 
liness and light-hearted happiness which seemed to 
be all that was required to satisfactorily complete the 
picture. 

Breakfast was over, and I had just set the watch to 
work upon certain jobs requiring the doing, when a 
boy, whom I had sent aloft to grease down the top- 
masts, as a punishment for some trifling misdemean- 
our, reported two sail, close together, broad on our 
starboard beam, and steering the same way as our- 
selves. In reply to an inquiry respecting their ap- 
pearance, he furnished us with the further information 
that one was a brigantine, but he could not quite make 
out the rig of the other, although he thought she was 
a ship. I immediately suspected, from this reply, that 
we had accidentally tumbled upon the identical two 
craft that we were most anxious to find ; and, the bet- 
ter to satisfy myself upon this important point, I took 
the ship's telescope and journeyed up to the royal 
yard, from whence I should obtain the most satisfac- 
tory view of them possible. They were at least twenty 
miles distant, and therefore quite invisible from the 
deck, while even from the royal yard their upper can- 
vas only, and the heads of their lower sails, were to be 
seen ; but I had not got them within the field of the 
telescope more than a minute when I became con- 
vinced that the lost was found — that they were the two 
vessels for which we had been looking. The ship was 
under quite a respectable jury-rig, and was carrying 
topgallant-sails and jib, while the brigantine seemed 
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to be under double-reefed canvas, doubtless to moder- 
ate her speed to that of the disabled ship. They were 
close together, and steering to the south-west like our- 
selves. Having thoroughly satisfied myself upon 
these points, I descended and made my report to the 
skipper. 

The old fellow chuckled and rubbed his hands. 
" What a lucky thing it was that the breeze did not 
freshen during the night," he remarked. " Had it done 
so we should have passed those two craft without see- 
ing them ; whereas now, if all goes well, we will have 
the pair of them before dark. And to think that we 
were grumbling about the light airs during the night ! 
Upon my word, I am beginning to believe that the 
parsons are only speaking the simple truth when they 
say that we can never tell what is really best for us. 
However, this is not the time to discuss matters of that 
sort. How do you say the vessels bear from us ? " 

" Broad on the lee bow, sir, or as nearly as possible 
dead to leeward," answered I. 

" Then, if we keep away a couple of points we shall 
just about hit them off," remarked the skipper. He 
gave the necessary instructions to the helmsman, and 
then, turning again to me, continued : 

" We may as well get this business over as soon as 
possible, George ; so get the stunsails, big gaff-top- 
sail, and main-topmast staysail on her at once, my lad, 
and give the little hooker a chance to go through the 
water." 

These additions to our canvas were soon made, and 
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then the watch returned to the work upon which they 
had been previously engaged, as we did not expect to 
overtake the object of our pursuit for several hours. 

It was just noon, and we were still engaged upon our 
observations of the sun for the determination of the 
latitude, when the captain made out, through the tele- 
scope of his sextant, the mastheads of the brigantine 
just peeping above the line of the southern horizon ; 
and while we were in the cabin getting our dinner, 
Comben, who had charge of the deck, reported, through 
the open skylight, that the brigantine had apparently 
just sighted us, for she had hauled her wind and was 
making sail. 

" All right," remarked the skipper ; " so much the 
better. That just suits me, for we shall get to fisticuffs 
all the sooner, and get the whole business comfortably 
over by dark. Let her go along as she is, Mr. Comben." 

We finished our dinner comfortably, and then went 
on deck, to find that the brigantine had reached out 
well across our fore-foot; and shortly afterward she 
tacked, heading well up to meet us. She was then 
about nine miles off, and some four points on our star- 
board bow ; the ship being, perhaps, twelve miles dis- 
tant, bearing a point on our port bow. The wind had 
freshened a trifle during the forenoon, and was now 
blowing a pretty little breeze that sent us along at 
about six knots ; and if it would but freshen a trifle 
more it would become a perfect working breeze for a 
fight between two such craft as the brigantine and our- 
selves. As it was, I was by no means dissatisfied, for 
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there was just wind enough to ensure the proper work- 
ing of the schooner, while the water was smooth enough 
to admit of our laying our adversary aboard without 
injury to either vessel. The men were given plenty of 
time to finish their dinner in peace and comfort ; a tot 
of grog was served out to them, and then all hands 
cleared the decks for action ; the galley fire was ex- 
tinguished, the magazine opened, powder and shot 
passed on deck, cutlasses and pistols served out, and 
the latter loaded ; and then the crew went to quarters. 
The brigantine was by this time within three miles of 
us ; we allowed her to close to within two miles, and 
then shortened sail to mainsail, foresail, topsail, top- 
gallant-sail, and jibs, hoisted our colours, and fired 
a gun. 



CHAPTER X 

AND THE "MANILLA" 

rTHE brigantine was at this time under all plain sail, 
•*■ to her royal and main-topmast staysail, standing 
toward us, close-hauled, on the port tack ; but we had 
no sooner shortened sail and hoisted our colours than 
she did the same, displaying a very large tricolour at 
her peak. 

" Very good," commented the skipper approvingly ; 
" that settles the question of her nationality, at all 
events, and shows that she is prepared to fight for the 
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prize yonder, that she has somehow managed to secure. 
Well, I'm glad of it, George, for she is a wonderfully 
handsome craft, powerful, fast, and half as big again as 
we are ; she will be quite worth the trouble of taking, 
I believe. A man ought to be able to do good work 
with such a fine vessel as that under his feet. There 
she comes round. Very pretty! very pretty indeed! 
Why, she works like a top ! And look at the beam of 
her, and the height and spread of her spars ! Upon 
my word it seems a pity to knock about such a beauty 
as that with shot ! I suppose it will be impossible to 
avoid doing her some damage, but we must knock her 
about as little as possible. I tell you what, George, I 
believe our best plan will be to make short work of her. 
If we play the game of ' hammer and tongs ' we shall 
maul each other fearfully before we compel her to haul 
down her colours ; so let the men clap a charge of 
grape and canister in on top of their round shot. We 
will run her aboard at once, firing as we touch ; board 
in the smoke, and drive her people below, out of hand." 
This was quite in accordance with my own fancy, for, 
as the skipper had said, the brigantine was half as big 
again as the Dolphin ; she mounted fourteen guns to our 
eleven, and the chances were that, in a fair stand-up 
fight, she might disable us to such an extent as to ren- 
der her own escape and that of her prize an easy matter. 
So I went round the decks and personally saw to the 
execution of the skipper's orders, explaining to the men 
his intentions, warning them not to fire until they got 
the word, and cautioning all hands to be ready to follow 
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the skipper and myself on to the brigantine's decks the 
instant that the two vessels were properly secured to 
each other. 

The brigantine had gone about while the skipper 
was speaking to me, and was now on our port bow, 
standing toward us on the starboard tack, and, with the 
exception of our own gun of defiance, neither vessel 
had as yet fired. It looked almost as if she were wait- 
ing for us to begin, in order that she might ascertain 
our weight of metal; but when the two craft were 
within about a quarter of a mile of each other our an- 
tagonist suddenly yawed and gave us her whole star- 
board broadside of seven twelve pound shot. The 
guns were excellently aimed, the seven shot flying 
close over our heads and passing through our sails. 
But the seven perforations in our canvas represented 
the full extent of the damage, not one of our spars 
being hit, or so much as a ropeyarn cut. I could see 
that our lads' fingers were itching to return the fire, 
the captains of the guns squinting along the sights of 
their pieces and audibly remarking that the elevation 
was just right if the skipper would but luff and give 
them a chance to show what they could do ; but I 
steadied them by passing along from gun to gun tell- 
ing them that, if they would but have patience, their 
chance would come in a few minutes, in answer to 
which many of them clapped their hands to their cut- 
lasses to make sure that they were loose in their sheaths, 
while others drew their pistols and carefully examined 
the priming. 
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The brigantine luffed again immediately that she 
had fired, and we were now so close that I could see 
her people busily reloading. The two vessels were 
rapidly nearing each other, and I was in hopes that we 
should close before it would be possible for them to 
fire again. But there was a man on board, who, by his 
gestures, seemed to be urging them to expedite their 
work, and when we were only some twenty fathoms 
distant, while the brigantine was crossing our bows, I 
saw the guns again run out. 

"Look out, sir," I shouted to the skipper; "they 
are about to fire again! Luff, or they will rake 
us!" 

The skipper signed with his hand, and the helmsman 
gave the wheel a powerful whirl to starboard. The 
schooner swerved round, and almost at the same instant 
crash came another broadside, slap into us this time. 
There was a perceptible concussion as the shot struck, 
followed by a crashing and splintering of wood, two or 
three piercing shrieks of agony, and five men fell to 
the deck, with the blood welling out of the dreadful 
wounds inflicted by the shot and flying splinters. 
Then, as we bore down upon the brigantine, the skip- 
per raised a warning cry. I drew my sword and rushed 
forward to head the boarders from that part of the 
ship. The skipper gave the word to fire, and, as our 
broadside rang out, the two vessels crashed together. 
There was an indescribable tumult of thudding shot, 
rending wood, groans, shrieks, and execrations on 
board the Frenchman, and, with a shout of " Hurrah, 
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lads ; follow me, and make short work of it ! " I leaped 
on to the brigantine's rail and down on deck. 

The spacious deck of the French ship seemed to be 
crowded with men, as far as I could see through the 
thick pall of powder smoke that wreathed and twisted 
hither and thither in the eddying draughts of wind, 
but there were great gaps among them filled with pros- 
trate figures, heaped upon each other, some lying stark 
and still, others writhing and screaming with agony, 
bearing fearful witness to the havoc wrought by our 
grape and canister, the discharge of which, at such 
close quarters, seemed to have stunned and stupefied 
the Frenchmen, for not a hand was raised to oppose 
me as I sprang down off the rail. I darted a quick 
glance along the deck, noticed that the skipper was 
leading his party on board, aft, and then made a cut at 
the Frenchman nearest me. 

This woke him up. He hurriedly raised his cutlass 
to guard the blow, and the next moment we were at it, 
cut, thrust, and parry, as hard as we could go. Our 
attack being made upon the two extremities of the 
brigantine's deck, we soon had her crew hemmed in 
between the skipper's and my own party, and for the 
next ten minutes there was as pretty a fight as one 
need wish to witness, the Frenchmen rallying gallantly 
to the call of their captain. The hubbub was terrific, 
the clash of steel, the popping of pistols, the shrieks, 
groans, and outcries of the wounded, the execrations 
of the Frenchmen, the cheers of our own lads, and the 
grinding of the ships together, creating a perfectly 
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indescribable medley of sound. The struggle threat- 
ened to be stubborn and protracted, the Frenchmen at 
our end of the ship obstinately disputing every inch of 
the deck with us. I therefore determined to make a 
special effort, and see what the mere physical strength, 
of which I possessed a goodly share, would do for us. 

There was a handspike lying upon the deck, under 
my feet, which I had tripped over and kicked aside 
twice or thrice, so, suddenly hitting out with my left 
fist, I knocked down the man who happened to be at 
the moment opposed to me, quickly stooped and seized 
the handspike, dropped my sword, and, singing out to 
our own lads to give me room, I swung my new weapon 
round my head and brought it down with a crash upon 
the two or three Frenchmen nearest me. The force of 
the blow made my arm tingle to the elbow, but it 
swept the Frenchmen down as though it had been a 
scythe, and caused those behind to recoil in terror. 
Another flail-like sweep proved equally effective, the 
cutlasses raised to guard the blows being as useless as 
so many wands, and when I followed it up with a third 
it proved too much for the Frenchmen, who, seeing 
their comrades go down before me like ninepins, gave 
way with a yell of dismay, retreating aft until they 
were all jammed and huddled together like sheep, so 
closely that they had no room to fight effectively. The 
French captain, as I took him to be, finding things 
going badly in our direction, forced his way through 
the crowd, and, perhaps regarding me as the chief 

mischief-maker, levelled a pistol at my head and fired. 
9 
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I felt the ball graze my scalp, but at the same instant 
my handspike descended upon the unhappy man's 
head. I saw the blood spurt out over his face, and 
down he went. This proved sufficient. The French- 
men nearest me threw down their weapons and cried 
that they surrendered. The cry was taken up by the 
rest, and the brigantine was won. 

The first thing now to be done was to see to the 
wounded. The carnage had been very great in pro- 
portion to the numbers engaged, and our men had no 
sooner sheathed their weapons than they went to work 
among the ghastly prostrate forms to separate the 
wounded from the dead. This task was soon com- 
pleted, and it was then discovered that our loss had 
not been nearly so great as I had feared ; the dead 
amounting to eleven, and the wounded to nineteen, 
three of whom were dangerously injured. Our own dead 
and wounded were carefully removed to the schooner, 
and then, — the un wounded Frenchmen having been 
driven below and securely confined in the hold, — the 
skipper put me in charge of the prize, with a crew of 
twenty men, and the two craft made sail in company, 
in pursuit of the merchantman, which was now hull- 
down in the south-western quarter. The moment that 
the two craft were clear of each other, and the sails 
trimmed, I sot my people to work to convey the 
wounded Frenchmen below to the cabin, where, the 
vessel by good luck being provided with a surgeon, 
they were quickly attended to. When this was done it 
was found that the French loss totalled up to no less 
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than twenty-seven killed and forty-four wounded, out 
of a complement of one hundred men with which she 
had commenced the engagement. She was a heavily- 
manned vessel, for, in addition to the number already 
given, she had thirty men on board the prize. 

Having seen the wounded carried below, the dead 
thrown overboard, and the decks washed down, I had 
an opportunity to look about me a bit, and take stock 
of the noble craft that we had captured. She turned 
out to be the Tigre of Nantes, thirty-four days out, 
during which she had captured only one prize, namely, 
the ship of which we were now in pursuit. She was 
a brand new vessel, measuring three hundred and 
seventy-six tons, oak-built, coppered, and copper fas- 
tened ; of immense beam, and very shallow, drawing 
only ten feet six inches of water. She was extraor- 
dinarily fast with the wind over her quarter, running 
away from the Dolphin easily. But I suspected that 
in a thrash to windward, in anything of a breeze, the 
schooner would prove to be quite a match for her, 
with, perhaps, a trifle to spare. She mounted four- 
teen twelve-pounders, and her magazine was crammed 
with ammunition, it having been the intention of her 
captain to try his luck, like ourselves, in the West In- 
dian waters. 

It was about six bells in the afternoon watch when 
we filled away in pursuit of the ship, and the sun was 
within half an hour of his setting when we overtook 
and brought her to, the Dolphin being at that time 
some two miles astern of us. I knew that there were 
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thirty Frenchmen on board her, but did not antici- 
pate any resistance from them, since it would be per- 
fectly clear to them that anything of the kind, al- 
though it might temporarily prevent our taking 
possession, would be utterly useless in the end, and 
only result in loss of life. I therefore lowered a boat, 
and, taking with me ten men armed to the teeth, pro- 
ceeded on board and secured undisputed possession of 
the ship. My first act was to release the crew of the 
prize, after which the disarmed Frenchmen were trans- 
ferred to the brigantine, and confined below along 
with their comrades, and while this was still in process 
of performance the Dolphin joined company, and Cap- 
tain Winter came on board. He fully approved of all 
that had been done, and directed me to remain on 
board in charge, shifting himself over into the brigan- 
tine and placing the schooner under the temporary 
command of Comben. By the time that all these ar- 
rangements had been completed the night had fallen, 
dinner was about to be served in the cuddy, and at the 
earnest invitation of the captain of the ship, the skip- 
per accepted a seat at the table. Meanwhile, all three 
of the craft had been hauled to the wind, on the lar- 
board tack, and were heading to the eastward, the ship 
under everything that her jury-rig would permit to 
be set, and the schooner and brigantine under double- 
reefed topsails. 

We now had an opportunity to learn some few par- 
ticulars relating to our prize, and the circumstances of 
her capture by the French privateer, the latter being 
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somewhat remarkable. The ship, it appeared, was 
named the Manilla, and was homeward-bound with a 
rich cargo of spices and other rare commodities, in- 
cluding several tons of ivory which she had shipped 
at the Cape, together with a number of passengers. 
She had here joined the homeward-bound convoy, 
and all had gone well with her until the springing 
up of the gale during which we had fallen in with 
the convoy. During this gale, however, she had 
laboured so heavily that she had not only lost her 
fore and mizzen topmasts and her main topgallant- 
mast, but she had also strained so much that she had 
made a great deal of water, necessitating frequent and 
long spells at the pumps. This, and the clearing away 
of the wreck of her top-hamper, had, as might have 
been expected, greatly exhausted the crew, the result 
being that, on the night of her capture, the look-out 
was not quite so keen as perhaps it should have been. 
But after all, as the captain remarked, there really did 
not appear to be any necessity for the maintenance of 
an especially bright look - out beyond what was re- 
quired to provide against their falling foul of any of 
the other ships belonging to the convoy, and although 
he admitted that he had noticed both the brigantine 
and the Dolphin, which he had immediately set down 
as privateers, he did not consider them as enemies, and 
even if any such suspicion had entered his mind he 
would not have deemed himself liable to attack within 
sight and reach of eight men-o'-war. Therefore, when 
night came on, he allowed his exhausted crew to get 
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what rest they could, keeping only a sufficient number 
of men on deck to meet any ordinary emergency. He 
was thus profoundly astonished and chagrined at be- 
ing awakened about one o'clock in the morning to find 
his crew overpowered and safely confined below, and 
his ship in possession of a crew of thirty Frenchmen. 
How they had contrived to get on board, in the height 
of so heavy a gale, and with so tremendous a sea run- 
ning, he had been unable to ascertain, the Frenchman 
in charge absolutely refusing to explain. 

Such was the extraordinary story told by the cap- 
tain of the Manilla ; and that it was absolutely true 
there could be no doubt, for we had ourselves seen 
enough to assure us of that. I was greatly disap- 
pointed, however, at the captain's inability to explain 
by what means the Frenchmen had contrived to board 
the ship in the face of such formidable difficulties ; for 
that was precisely the point that had puzzled me all 
through, and I resolved to find out, if I could, for such 
a secret was quite worth the knowing. 

Captain Winter had determined to return home with 
his prizes ; and we accordingly continued to steer to 
the eastward all that night. The next morning at 
daybreak I turned to the hands and went to work to 
complete the jury-rig that the Frenchmen had so well 
begun ; and, as the Manilla happened to be well pro- 
vided with spare spars, we contrived, after two days' 
hard work, to get her back to something like her for- 
mer appearance, and to so greatly increase her sailing 
powers that the brigantine and the schooner could 
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shake the reefs out of their topsails without running 1 
away from us. Meanwhile the wind had gradually 
hauled round until we had got it well over our star- 
board quarter, and were booming along at a speed of 
eight knots, with studding-sails set. 

The officer who had been put in charge of the Ma- 
nilla when she fell into the hands of the French priva- 
teersmen was a very fine young fellow named Dumar- 
esq ; a smart seaman, high spirited, and as brave as a 
lion. We early took a fancy to each other, especially 
after I had offered him his parole, and we soon became 
exceedingly friendly. He possessed a rich fund of 
amusing anecdote, together with the art of telling a 
story well ; he was refined in manner, excellently edu- 
cated, and an accomplished pianist; he was, there- 
fore, quite an acquisition to the cuddy, and now that 
the ship was no longer in his possession, was heartily 
welcomed there by Captain Chesney and his passen- 
gers. I scarcely ever turned in until after midnight, 
and by and by young Dumaresq contracted the habit 
of joining me on the poop and smoking a cigar with 
me after the passengers had retired for the night ; and 
upon one of these occasions our conversation turned 
upon the clever capture of the ship by himself and his 
countrymen. This aroused my curiosity afresh, and 
after he had been talking for some time about it, I 
said: 

"But how in the world did you manage to get aboard 
in such terrific weather ? That is what puzzles mo! " 

" No doubt, mon cher" he answered with a laugh. 
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" And how to manage it was just what puzzled us for 
a time also. We knew that our only chance was to do 
it during the height of the gale ; for if we had waited 
until the weather moderated, we should have had some 
of your men -o'- war looking after us and instituting un- 
pleasant inquiries which we should have found it ex- 
ceedingly difficult to answer. So, after considerable 
cogitation, poor Captain Lefevre — whose brains I un- 
derstand you were unkind enough to beat out with a 
handspike— hit upon a plan which he thought might 
succeed. We had a few barrels of oil on board, and 
one of these he broached for the purpose of testing his 
idea. He had a canvas bag made, capable of contain- 
ing about four gallons of the oil, and this bag he 
filled, bent its closed end on to a rope, and threw the 
affair overboard, paying out the rope, as the brigantine 
drifted to leeward, until we had about a hundred 
fathoms of line out, with our bag about that distance 
to windward. 

" We soon found that the oil, exuding through the 
pores of the canvas, had a distinctly marked effect 
upon the sea, which ceased to break as soon as it 
reached the film of oil that had oozed from the bag. 
Still the effect was by no means as great as he desired, 
the oil not exuding in sufficient quantity to render the 
sea safe for a boat, so we hauled our bag in -board 
again, punctured it well with a sailmaker's needle, and 
then tried it again. It now proved to be everything 
that could be desired ; the oil oozed out of the bag in 
sufficient quantity to make a smooth patch of water 
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with a diameter fully equal to the length of our ship ; 
and, after testing the matter through the whole after- 
noon, we all came to the conclusion that our boats 
would live in such a patch, and that the experiment 
was quite worth trying. Wherefore three bags were 
made, one for each boat, and attached by a becket to a 
length of line measuring about twenty fathoms. Then, 
when night had set in, and the darkness had become 
deep enough to conceal our movements, the bags were 
filled and dropped overboard, the other end of the line 
being made fast to the ringbolt in the stern of the boat 
for the use of which it had been destined. A party of 
thirty men was told off— ten to each boat, with four ad- 
ditional to take the boat back to the ship in the event 
of our venture proving successful, — and the brigantine 
was then sailed to a position about a mile ahead and 
half-a-mile to windward of the Manilla ; that being 
the ship that we had marked down for our prey. The 
great difficulty that we now anticipated was that of un- 
hooking the falls with certainty and promptitude the 
moment that the boats should reach the water; but 
our captain provided for that by slinging the boats by 
strops and toggles attached to the ordinary fall-blocks. 
"We were now all ready to put the matter to the test ; 
but at the last moment the captain suddenly decided 
that it was too early, and that it would be better to de- 
fer the attempt until after midnight. This was done ; 
and at the appointed hour the brigantine was once 
more sailed into a suitable position with regard to the 
Manilla; the boats were manned, lowered, and we 
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managed to get away from the brigantine without 
much difficulty. She remained hove-to upon the spot 
where we had left her, and to make matters as safe as 
possible for us, capsized overboard the contents of two 
of the oil-barrels. This smoothened the sea to such 
an extent that, deeply as we were loaded, and heavily as 
it was blowing, we did not ship a drop of water. "We 
allowed the boats to drift down to leeward, with their 
oil-bags towing astern, and with only two oars out, to 
keep them stern-on to the sea ; and so accurately had 
our distance been calculated that when the Manilla 
came up abreast of us we only needed to pull a stroke 
or two to get comfortably under her lee. We boarded 
her by way of the lee channels, fore, main, and mizzen 
simultaneously ; and that, let me tell you, was the most 
difficult part of our work, for the ship rolled so heavily 
that it was with the utmost difficulty we avoided stav- 
ing or swamping the boats. Each man knew, how- 
ever, exactly what to do, and did it without the neces- 
sity for a word to be spoken ; and thus our desperate 
adventure — for desperate indeed it was, let me tell you 
— was accomplished without mishap. Ah ! there goes 
eight bells ; time for me to turn in, so I will say good- 
night, mon cher Bowen, and pleasant dreams to you ! " 
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CHAPTEB XI 

THE "MANILLA" IS STRUCK BY LIGHTNING 

T70R a full week nothing' occurred of sufficient impor- 
tance to be worthy of record ; our little squadron 
making good headway before the fair wind that had 
come to our assistance ; neither the brigantine nor the 
schooner ever being more than three or four miles dis- 
tant from us ; while, in response to daily invitations 
from Captain Chesney, the skipper of the Indiaman, 
Captain Winter frequently came on board to dine and 
spend the evening with the cuddy passengers. But on 
the ninth day after the recapture of the Manilla, the 
wind dwindled away to a light air, and then shifted out 
from the north-east, gradually freshening to a strong 
breeze, and breaking us off to an east-south-east course, 
close-hauled on the port tack. We stood thus all 
through the night ; and at daybreak the next morning 
a large ship was discovered about ten miles to wind- 
ward, close-hauled on the starboard tack, dodging 
along under topsails, jib, and spanker, with her courses 
in the brails. A single glance at her was sufficient to 
assure us that she was a man-o'-war — a frigate — on her 
cruising ground ; and that her people were broad 
awake was speedily made manifest, for we had scarcely 
made her out when she shifted her helm and bore up 
for us, letting fall her courses and setting her topgal- 
lant-sails and royals as she did so. 
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The discovery of this stranger was immediately pro- 
ductive of a very considerable amount of anxiety among 
us all, for she was a powerful vessel, and, if an enemy, 
likely to prove an exceedingly formidable antagonist. 
And there was very little doubt among us that she was 
an enemy ; the cut of her square canvas being unmis- 
takably French. Such was also Captain Winter's opin- 
ion ; for he presently ran down under our stern and 
hailed me, stating his suspicions, and directing me to 
bear up and make the best of my way to leeward, while 
he and the Dolphin would endeavour to cover my re- 
treat and distract the stranger's attention until I had 
got clear off. His orders were that I was to run to lee- 
ward until out of sight of the Frenchman, and then to 
haul my wind on the starboard tack, when he would 
do his utmost to rejoin me ; but that, in the event of 
his failing to do so, I was to make the best of my way 
home without wasting time in an endeavour to find him. 

I lost no time in obeying his instructions, in- 
stantly wearing the Indiaman round and crowding sail 
to leeward. The frigate had by this time neared us to 
within seven miles ; and the moment that we in the In- 
diaman bore up, she set studding-sails on both sides in 
pursuit, while the brigantine and the Dolphin stretched 
away to windward to intercept her. There was scarcely 
a shadow of doubt now in my mind that the stranger 
was a Frenchman ; for although her studding-sails were 
set with a very commendable promptitude and alacrity, 
there was wanting in the operation a certain element 
of smartness, very difficult to describe, yet perfectly 
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discernible to the eye of a seaman, which I have ob- 
served to be almost the exclusive attribute of the Brit- 
ish man-o'-war. The difference, indeed, is so marked 
that, as in the present case, it has frequently been pos- 
sible to decide the nationality of a ship merely by the 
way in which she is manoeuvred, and long before a sight 
of her bunting has been obtained. The conviction that 
the noble craft to windward was an enemy caused the 
greatest consternation on board the Manilla, particu- 
larly among the passengers ; while even I, with all my 
knowledge of Captain Winter's indomitable courage, 
resource, and skill, could not but feel exceedingly 
anxious as to the result of his impending contest with 
so greatly superior a force. True, the memory of our 
gallant fight with and brilliant capture of the Musette 
frigate was still fresh in my memory ; but I regarded 
that affair rather as a piece of exceptional good luck 
than as the result of superior gallantry on our part, 
and it was quite on the cards that in the present case 
luck might go over to the side of the enemy. As in the 
case of the Musette, a fortunate shot might make all the 
difference between victory and defeat, and it was too 
much to expect that such good fortune as had then at- 
tended us would always be ours. Be it understood, I 
was in nowise fearful of personal capture. I felt pretty 
confident that the skipper would be quite able to oc- 
cupy the attention of the frigate long enough to enable 
the Manilla to make good her escape ; but, that accom- 
plished, would he be able also to save himself ? Moved 
by so keen a feeling of anxiety as I have indicated, it 
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will not be wondered at that I had no sooner got the 
Indiaman before the wind, with every stitch of canvas 
spread that I could pack upon her, than I devoted my 
whole attention to the movements of the three craft 
which were about to take part in the forthcoming ocean- 
drama. 

There was no outward sign of any hesitancy or 
doubt whatever in the movements of either vessel. 
The frigate had borne away into our wake the moment 
that we had borne away, and was now foaming along 
after us in gallant style, with studding-sails set on 
both sides, from the royals down ; and was of course 
coming up with us, hand over hand. There was no 
question as to her intentions ; she was after us, and 
meant to catch us if she could. On the other hand, 
the brigantine and schooner, under all plain sail, 
were stretching away to windward, close-hauled on the 
larboard tack, with a space of only a hundred fathoms 
or so dividing them, the brigantine leading. It looked 
as though the two vessels were about to engage the 
frigate on the same side, which, — if it was to be a run- 
ning fight, as seemed probable,— was sound judg- 
ment on Captain "Winter's part, since it would enable 
the frigate to use only one broadside, and so virtually 
reduce her weight of mental by one -half. The two 
craft continued to stand on this tack until the frigate 
was nearly abreast of them, when they hove about at 
the same moment, and simultaneously hoisted their 
colours. The frigate probably hoisted her colours in 
reply to this challenge, but, if so, we could not see 
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what they were, her own canvas intervening to hide 
the flag from us ; but she fired her whole broadside a 
few seconds later, and we saw the shot spouting up the 
water as they flew toward the two craft which dared to 
dispute the passage of the sea with her. They ap- 
peared to fall short ; at all events no perceptible dam- 
age was done to either vessel ; but a moment later the 
schooner fired, and the sound of the report told me 
that it was her long eighteen-pounder that was speak- 
ing. The shot struck the water about sixty or seventy 
fathoms from the frigate, ricochetted, and appeared to 
pass over her, for presently we saw the water spout 
up again well to starboard of the vessel. This was 
enough for the saucy little Dolphin ; she was beyond 
the range of the frigate's guns, but could reach her 
antagonist with her own Long Tom. She therefore 
immediately bore up, set her square-sail and stud- 
ding-sails, and, maintaining her distance, steered a 
parallel course to that of the frigate, while the brigan- 
tine stood on, with the now evident intention of taking 
up a raking position athwart the frigate's stern. 

The Dolphin now opened a rapid fire upon the frig- 
ate with her long gun, and every shot showed that 
the latter was well within range. The frigate replied 
from time to time with single guns, but Comben was 
too wary to approach near enough to be hit, and so 
the fight went on for some time, with no apparent 
damage to either combatant. Meanwhile, the brigan- 
tine had, as I had anticipated, placed herself athwart 
the frigate's stern, well within range, and now trav- 
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ersed the Frenchman's wake, sailing to-and-fro athwart 
his stern, pouring in a whole raking broadside every 
time she crossed it, and receiving but two guns in re- 
ply. All this, of course, was exceedingly pretty and 
interesting as an exhibition of Captain Winter's 
skill and acumen in fighting an enemy of superior 
force; but thus far the firing had been compara- 
tively ineffective, a few holes here and there in 
the Frenchman's sails being the only visible result of 
the expenditure of a considerable quantity of gun- 
powder, while he had neared us to within four miles, 
and was overhauling us so rapidly that another 
hour, at most, would see us within reach of his 
guns. 

Mason, however— the man who had formerly proved 
himself to be so excellent a shot with the eighteen- 
pounder, — was still aboard the schooner, and I had 
great hopes of him, especially as I knew that he 
would be by this time upon his mettle and animated 
by a feeling that it behoved him to speedily do some- 
thing remarkable if he would save his reputation. 
Nor was I deceived in my expectations of him ; for, 
very shortly afterward, a shot from the schooner cut 
the halliard of the frigate's larboard lower studding- 
sail, and the sail dropped into the water, retarding the 
vessel's progress perceptibly until it was got in. It 
occupied the Frenchmen nearly a quarter of an hour 
to accomplish this, to splice the halliard, and to reset 
the sail. Meanwhile the brigantine had not been idle ; 
and even while the Frenchmen were busy about their 
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studding-sail, she recrossed the frigate's stern, firing 
another broadside at that vessel's spars, with consid- 
erable success, it appeared ; for although we could not 
make out exactly what had happened it was evident 
that something had gone seriously wrong, Captain 
Chesney — who stood beside me, watching the fight — 
declaring that he had noticed an appearance strongly 
suggestive of the fall of the frigate's mizzen-mast. I 
hardly believed that such could be the case, for, steer- 
ing as the frigate then was, dead before the wind, had 
her mizzen-mast fallen, it would have fallen forward, 
doing so much damage to ths spars and sails on the 
main-mast that I think the effect would have been 
recognizable even where we were. I considered it far 
more probable that the mizzen-topmast or topgallant- 
mast had been shot away. The next shot from the 
schooner, however, was an exceedingly lucky one ; it 
appeared to strike the frigate's fore-topmast about six 
feet below the crosstrees, and the next moment the 
whole of the wreck was hanging by the top-sail sheets 
from the fore-yard down on to the ship's forecastle, 
with her jibs and fore-topmast stay-sail towing under 
her bows. This at once caused her to broach-to, and 
settled her business, so far as any hope of capturing 
us was concerned ; but she had her revenge by pour- 
ing the whole of her starboard broadside into the brig- 
antine, the sails and rigging of which were tremen- 
dously cut up by the unexpected salute. And as the 
frigate broached -to we saw that my surmise was not 
very far wide of the mark, her mizzen-topgallant-mast 
10 
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and mizzen-topsail yard having been shot away, the 
latter in the slings. 

The three vessels now went at it, hammer and tongs, 
the brigantine being for the moment fairly under the 
frigate's guns. But Winter soon very cleverly got 
himself out of this awkward situation, and, — while the 
Frenchmen were busily engaged in an endeavour to 
clear away the wreck and get their ship once more be- 
fore the wind, — laid himself athwart their bows and, 
with his topsail aback, poured broadside after broad- 
side into the helpless craft ; while the Dolphin, glid- 
ing hither and thither, beyond the reach of the 
frigate's guns, sent home an eighteen -pound shot 
every two or three minutes, every one of which ap- 
peared to tell somewhere or other on the Frenchman's 
hull. We now ran away from them, fast, however, 
and by noon had lost sight of them altogether. But, 
when last seen, they were still hammering away at 
each other, the brigantine and schooner appearing to 
be getting rather the best of it. 

Once fairly out of sight of the combatants, we took in 
our studding-sails, and hauled our wind to the north- 
ward, in obedience to Captain Winter's orders ; and al- 
though I had a sharp look-out for the Dolphin and her 
consort maintained throughout the whole of the next 
day, I was not greatly surprised at their not heaving 
in sight. I had not much misgiving as to the ultimate 
result of the fight ; but I believed that the brigantine 
at least would not get off without a rather severe maul- 
ing, in which case the schooner would naturally stand 
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by her until she could be again put into decent work- 
able trim. 

The fourth day after the fight dawned without bring- 
ing us a sight of our consorts, and I then began to 
feel rather uneasy; fearing that they had probably 
missed us, somehow, and that we should have to make 
our way home as best we could, unprotected ; and to 
enter the English Channel just then, unprotected, 
meant almost certain capture. For although the In- 
diaman was certainly armed, after a fashion, most of 
her guns were " quakers," while the others— ten in 
all — were only six-pounders ; and it would need the 
whole of her crew to work her only, under her awk- 
ward jury-rig, with no one to spare for fighting. How- 
ever, it was useless to meet trouble half way ; so I de- 
termined to plod steadily onward and homeward, hop- 
ing for the best. 

Hitherto, ever since the day of our meeting with 
the Frenchman, we had experienced moderate but 
steady breezes from the northward and eastward, but 
on the day of which I am now writing there were in- 
dications of an impending change. The wind gradu- 
ally died down to a light, fitful air that came in flaws, 
first from one quarter of the compass and then from 
another, lasting but a few minutes, with lengthening 
intervals of calm between them, while huge piles of 
black, thunderous-looking cloud gradually heaped up 
along the northern horizon until they had overspread 
the whole sky. The barometer, too, exhibited a ten- 
dency to fall; but the decline was so slight that I was 
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of opinion it meant no more than perhaps a sharp 
thunder - squall, particularly as there was no swell 
making ; moreover there was a close, thundery feeling 
in the stagnating air, which increased as the day grew 
older. It was not, however, until about an hour after 
sunset, and just as we were sitting down to dinner in 
the cuddy, that the outbreak commenced ; which it did 
with a sudden, blinding flash of lightning that darted 
out of the welkin almost immediately overhead, in- 
stantly followed by a deafening crash of thunder that 
caused the Indiaman to tremble to her keel ; the sen- 
sation being not unlike what one would expect to feel 
if the craft were being swept rapidly along over a 
sandy bottom which she just touched. 

This first flash was soon followed by another, not 
quite so near at hand, then by another, and another, 
and another, until the lightning was playing all about 
us in such rapidly succeeding flashes that the whole 
atmosphere was luminous with a continuous quivering 
of ghastly blue -green light, while the heavens re- 
sounded and the ship trembled with the unbroken 
prash and roll of the thunder. The spectacle was 
magnificent, but it was also rather trying to the 
aerves ; the lightning being so dazzlingly vivid that 
it was positively blinding, while I had never heard 
such awful thunder before, even in the West Indies. 
Several of the lady passengers, indeed,, were so un- 
nerved by the storm that they retreated from the table 
and shut themselves into their cabins. Even young 
Dumaresq, who had hitherto appeared to be irrepressi- 
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ble, was subdued by the awful violence of the turmoil 
that raged around us. He was admitting something 
to this effect to me when he was cut short by a blaze 
of lightning that seemed to envelop the whole ship 
in a sheet of flame ; there was a rending shock, vio- 
lent enough to suggest that the Indiaman had come 
into violent collision with another vessel — although 
we were fully aware that such a thing could not be, 
the weather at the moment being stark calm, — the hot 
air seemed to suddenly become surcharged with a 
strong sulphurous smell ; and then came a peal of 
thunder of so terrific and soul-subduing a character 
that it might have been the crash of a shattered world. 
For a brief space we were all so thoroughly over- 
powered, so awed and overwhelmed by this tremen- 
dous manifestation of the Creator's power that we re- 
mained speechless and motionless on our seats ; then, 
as the echo of the thunder rumbled away into the dis- 
tance, and our hearing gradually recovered from the 
shock of that last dreadful detonation, we became 
aware of loud shrieks of pain out on deck, a brilliant 
light, a confused rush and scurry of feet, and shouts 
of: 

"Fire! fire! The ship's been struck, and is all 
ablaze!" 

At the cry, Captain Chesney, Dumaresq, and I 
sprang to our feet and dashed out on deck. Merciful 
Heaven ! what an appalling scene met our gaze ! The 
foremast had been struck, and was cloven in twain 
from the jury top-gallantmasthead to the deck ; it had 
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also been set on fire, and the blazing mass of timber, 
cordage, and canvas had fallen back upon the main- 
mast, setting the sails and rigging of that mast also 
on fire ; the flames blazing fiercely as they writhed and 
coiled about the spars and darted hither and thither, 
like fiery serpents, through the mazes of the tarred and 
highly inflammable rigging. But that was by no 
means the worst of it. The lightning, upon reaching 
the deck, appeared to have darted hither and thither 
in the most extraordinary way, for we presently dis- 
covered that a considerable quantity of metal-work, 
such as iron bands, belaying-pins, bolts, the chain top- 
sail-sheets, and other such matters had been either 
wholly or partially fused by the terrific heat of the 
electric discharge; while several silent, prostrate 
figures on the deck, scorched black, and with their 
clothing burnt from their bodies, told that death had 
been busy in that awful instant when the bolt had 
struck the ship. But there was worse even than that ; 
for there were other figures crouched and huddled upon 
the deck, moaning piteously with pain ; and one man 
stood erect, with his hands clasped over his eyes, and 
his head thrown back, shrieking to be taken below, for 
he had been struck blind ! 

It was a dreadful moment ; a moment of frightful 
peril, and of horror indescribable ; a moment when a 
man might well be excused if he found himself tempo- 
rarily overmastered by the accumulated terrors of his 
surroundings ; but Chesney, the captain of the India- 
man, proved equal to the occasion. For a single in- 
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stant be stood aghast at the awful spectacle that met 
his horrified gaze ; then he pulled himself together and, 
instinctively assuming the command — as, under the 
circumstances, he was perfectly justified in doing, — he 
made his voice ring from end to end of the ship as he 
ordered all hands to be called. The order, however, 
was scarcely necessary, for by this time the watch 
below — startled by the shock of the lightning-stroke, 
the shrieks of the injured, and that indefinable convic- 
tion of something being wrong that occasionally seizes 
people upon the occurrence of some dire catastrophe — 
were tumbling up through the forescuttle with much 
of the hurry and confusion of panic, which was greatly 
increased when they beheld the masts, sails, and rig- 
ging all ablaze. By voice and example, however, we 
presently contrived to steady them and get them under 
control ; and then, while one gang was told off to con- 
vey the injured men below — Dumaresq meanwhile 
hurrying away to summon the doctor, who was busily 
engaged in the cabin, endeavouring to soothe some of 
the lady passengers, who were in hysterics,— the rest 
of the crew were set to work to rig the pumps, muster 
the buckets, and pass along the hose. In a few minutes 
all was ready, the pumps were started, and the chief 
mate, with a line to which the end of the hose was bent, 
climbed up into the main-top, from which he began to 
play upon the fire. But by this time the flames had 
acquired such a firm hold upon the spars, canvas, and 
heavily tarred rigging that the jet of water from the 
hose proved quite incapable of producing any visible 
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effect whatever upon them ; and the mate himself soon 
became so hemmed in by the fire that he was in the 
very act of retreating to the deck when the flood-gates 
of heaven were opened, and the rain suddenly pelted 
down in such overwhelming torrents that in less than 
five minutes the conflagration aloft was completely ex- 
tinguished ; but not until the sails had been burnt to 
tinder, the spars badly charred, and most of the stand- 
ing and running rigging destroyed. 

With the outburst of rain that had rendered us such 
excellent service the violence of the storm sensibly 
abated, perhaps because it had nearly spent itself ; at 
all events the lightning discharges now succeeded each 
other at steadily lengthening intervals as the storm 
passed away to the southward, the thunder died down 
to a distant booming and rumbling, and finally ceased 
altogether in about an hour and a half from the com- 
mencement of the outbreak, while the lightning be- 
came a harmless, fitful quivering of vari-coloured light 
along the southern horizon. 

But we were now in a most awkward predicament ; a 
predicament that might easily become disastrous should 
it come on to blow, as was by no means impossible. 
For not only had three men been killed outright and 
eight more or less seriously injured by that terrible 
lightning stroke, but our sails were gone, our foremast 
destroyed, and our rigging so badly injured that our 
main and mizzen masts stood practically unsupported ; 
while we had too much reason to fear that the masts 
and spars themselves were so seriously weakened by the 
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play of the flames upon them as to have become of little 
or no use to us. And, to crown all, it was now so pitch- 
dark that it would be difficult, if not impossible, to as- 
certain the full extent of our disaster until daylight. 
Our situation, however, was too critical to admit of our 
waiting until then ; it was of vital importance that im- 
mediate steps should be taken to secure what had been . 
left to us; and, with this object, the carpenter and 
boatswain procured lanterns with which they proceeded 
aloft to make a critical examination into the condition 
of the spars and rigging. They were thus engaged 
when the doctor, who had been down in the forecastle, 
attending to the hurts of the wounded men, appeared 
on deck, and, catching sight of Captain Chesney and 
myself standing together under the break of the poop, 
beckoned us to follow him into his cabin. 



CHAPTEE Xn 

THE DESTRUCTION OP THE "MANILLA" 

" T "WILL only detain you a moment, gentlemen," said 
■*■ the medico, as he closed the cabin door behind us ; 
"but I wanted to speak to you strictly in private ; since, 
if overheard, what I have to say might possibly pro- 
duce a panic. The fact is that I am afraid we are not 
yet aware of the full extent of the disaster that has 
happened to us. I have been down in the forecastle 
attending to the wounded men ; and I had no sooner 
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entered the place than I noticed a faint smell as of 
burning ; but I attached no importance to it at the 
moment, believing that it arose from the fire on deck. 
But, instead of passing away, as it ought to have done, 
with the extinguishment of the fire, it has persistently 
continued ; and I am almost inclined to believe that it 
is now, if anything, rather stronger than it was when 
I went below. Do you think it possible that the ship's 
cargo is on fire ? " 

' " By Jove ! " exclaimed the skipper ; " I never thought 
of that. It shall be looked to at once. I am much 
obliged to you, Doctor, for mentioning the matter ; 
and should have been even more so if you had 
communicated with me rather earlier. Come along, 
Bowen ; we must investigate without further delay." 

The doctor hurriedly entered into an explanation to 
the effect that he could not leave his patients until they 
had been properly attended to, and that there was no 
one by whom he could send a message ; but we could 
just then ill spare the time to listen to him ; so, with 
a hasty acceptance of his excuses, the skipper led the 
way out on deck, I following. 

We made our way straight to the forecastle, into 
which we forthwith descended ; and, sure enough, we 
were no sooner fairly below the coamings of the hatch- 
way than we became aware of a distinct smell of fire, 
to which also one of the less seriously injured of the 
wounded men immediately directed our attention. We 
sniffed about, hither and thither, and soon found that 
the smell was stronger as we stooped nearer to the 
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deck, or approached the bulkhead dividing the fore- 
hold from the forecastle. It was now almost certain 
that there was a smouldering of something somewhere 
below ; and without more ado the skipper flung off his 
coat, lifted the hatch of the forepeak, and descended. 
He remained below about five minutes ; and when he 
reappeared he composedly closed the hatch, resumed 
his coat, and beckoned me to follow him on deck. The 
crew were now busily engaged, under the direction of 
the chief and second mates, in clearing away the wreck 
of the foremast ; we therefore walked aft until we were 
out of hearing of everybody ; when the captain paused, 
and, turning to me, said : 

" I am very much afraid that the ship is on fire, but 
I cannot be sure. The smell is distinctly stronger in 
the forepeak than it is in the forecastle, j r et not strong 
enough to lead to the belief that it is anything serious. 
Still, it must be attended to at once. So I shall knock 
off the men, call them aft, and speak to them before 
doing anything, or we shall have a panic among them. 
Then I shall have the forehatch opened, and proceed 
to make a proper examination of the cargo. Mr. Priest," 
he continued, calling to the chief mate, " knock the men 
off for a minute or two, and send them aft, if you 
please." 

The mate, marvelling, no doubt, at this untimely in- 
terruption of an operation of great importance, did as 
he was bid, and in a few minutes all hands, except the 
injured men, were mustered in the waist, waiting to 
hear what the skipper had to say to them. As soon as 
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silence had been secured, Captain Chesney advanced 
and said : 

" My lads, I have sent for you to come aft in order 
that I may communicate to you a matter that may prove 
of very considerable consequence to us all, and to in- 
vite your best assistance and co-operation in an inves- 
tigation that I am about to cause to be made. The mat- 
ter in question may or may not prove to be of an alarm- 
ing character ; but, in case of its turning out to be the 
latter, I want to impress upon you all the paramount 
rjnportance of order, method, and the most implicit 
obedience, without which nothing of real importance 
can ever be achieved. There is at critical moments an 
impulse in every man to think and act independently, 
under the conviction that no one is so capable as him- 
self of dealing efficiently and effectually with the mat- 
ter in hand, and when this impulse prevails confusion 
and disorder follow, and all useful effort is frustrated. 
Where a number of men are working jointly together 
there must be a leader — one who will think for and di- 
rect the efforts of the rest, and it is essential to success 
that the orders of that leader should be obeyed. Now, 
in the present case, my lads, I will do all the thinking 
and planning and arranging, and if you will do the 
work quietly, methodically, and steadily there is no 
reason why all should not be well. 

" I have said all this with a double purpose : first, to 
prepare you for rather serious news ; and, second, to 
quiet and steady you for the work which lies before us. 
And, first, as to the news. I fear that the lightning has 
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done us rather more damage than we have hitherto had 
reason to suppose. In a word, men, I fear that it has 
set the cargo on fire — steady, lads, steady ; I only say 
I fear that such is the case ; I am by no means certain 
of it. But it is necessary that the matter should be in- 
vestigated forthwith ; I am, therefore, about to have 
the f orehatch lifted and the cargo examined. Mr. Priest, 
you, with your watch, will take off the hatches and 
rouse the cargo up on deck ; and you, Mr. Simcoe, with 
the starboard watch, will muster the buckets again, rig 
the pumps, and lead along the hose ready to play upon 
the fire, should such be discovered. Away, all of you, 
to your duty." 

It may possibly be thought by the reader that the 
above was rather a long speech for a man to make at a 
time when he believed the ship to be on fire under his 
feet, and when moments were consequently precious ; 
but, after all, the delay amounted to only some three 
minutes, and those three minutes were well spent, for 
the skipper's speech had the effect of steadying the 
men, subduing any tendency to panic among them, and 
rendering them amenable to that strict discipline 
which is of such inestimable value and importance in 
the presence of great emergencies. They went away 
to their work in as quiet and orderly a manner as 
though they had been dismissed below. 

The wedges were quickly knocked out, the battens 
removed, the tarpaulin stripped off, the hatches lifted, 
and the upper tier of cargo disclosed, with the result 
that almost immediately a thin wreath of pale-brown 
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smoke began to stream up from between the bales and 
cases. 

"No ipistake about that, sir," observed the chief 
mate to the skipper, pointing to the curling smoke 
wreaths ; " there's fire somewhere down there. Now, 
lads, let's get down to it, and make short work of it. 
You, Jim, and Simpson, get to work, and break out 
that bale and as much else as you can get at, and 
rouse it out on deck. Chips! . . . Where's the 
carpenter ? " 

" Here I are, Mr. Priest," answered the carpenter, 
emerging from the forecastle hatchway after having 
stowed away his mawl again in the most methodical 
manner. 

" That's right," observed the mate. " Now, Chips, 
our foremast having gone, we want a derrick or a pair 
of sheers over this hatchway to help us in breaking out 
the cargo. Find a spar, or something that will serve 
our purpose, and let the bo'sun rig up what we want. 
Well done, men ; now, out with that crate ; jump down 
into that hole, one or two of you, and lend the others 
a hand." 

The work went forward rapidly and steadily, and in 
a very short time there was a goodly display of cargo 
on the deck about the forehatch. The smoke, how- 
ever, which at first had streamed up in a mere thread- 
like wreath, was now pouring out of the hatch in a 
cloud so dense that the men working at the cargo were 
obliged to be relieved every three or four minutes to 
avoid suffocation. The business was beginning to as- 
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Bume a very serious aspect. And now, too, the storm 
having passed off, the passengers had ventured out on 
deck once more, and, observing the lights and the 
bustle forward, had gradually approached the fore end 
of the ship to see what was going on. The skipper, 
however, at once ordered them afb again, and, follow- 
ing them into the cuddy, explained just how matters 
stood, remaining with them until their excitement had 
subsided and he had got them pretty well in hand. 

Hitherto no water had been used, Captain Chesney 
being anxious to get as much of the cargo as possible 
— which was mostly of a valuable character — out on 
deck uninjured ; but the rapidly increasing density 
and volume of the smoke showed that the question of 
damaging the cargo had now become a secondary one. 
The safety of the ship herself was imperilled, and the 
head pump was accordingly manned, the hose coupled 
up, and the second mate pointed it down the hatchway, 
while the third mate superintended the operations of a 
party of men who had been set to draw water and pass 
along a chain of buckets by hand. But when water 
had been pouring continuously down the hatchway for 
fully a quarter of an hour, and the smoke continued to 
stream up from below in ever-increasing volume, un- 
mingled with any indication of steam, it became ap- 
parent that the seat of the fire was at some distance, 
for the water had evidently not yet reached the flames. 
Nevertheless, the men worked steadily on ; but whereas 
at the commencement of their labours they had sung 
out their "Yo-ho's" and "Heave-ho's," and other en- 
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couraging exclamations, after the manner of sailors 
engaged in arduous labour, they now toiled on in grim 
silence. 

At length a feathery jet of white vapour began to 
mingle with the thick column of smoke surging up the 
hatchway, and was immediately greeted with a shout 
of triumph by the mate, followed by a few crisp ejacu- 
lations of encouragement to the men, who apparently 
accepted the same in good faith. Nevertheless, I could 
see by Priest's face that, although he might have 
deceived the men, he had not deceived himself, and 
that he knew, as well as I did, that the appearance of 
steam was an indication, not that the water had reached 
the fire, but that the fire had spread sufficiently to 
reach the water, a very different and much more seri- 
ous matter. 

Suddenly the smoke thickened into a dense black 
cloud of a pungent, waxy odour, and immediately af- 
terward bright tongues of flame came darting up be- 
tween the bales and packages upon which the men 
in the hold were working. There was a loud, hissing 
sound, as the water that was being poured down the 
hatchway became converted into steam, and then, with 
a quick, unexpected roar of fire, the flames shot up in 
such fierce volume that the men were driven precipi- 
tately up on deck. 

"Ah!" ejaculated the mate in an aside to me; "I 
know what that is ; and it's what I've been fearing. 
There's a lot of shellac and gums of different sorts 
down there, and the fire's got at 'em. They'll burn 
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like oil, or worse, and I'm afraid we shall have our 
work cut out now to get the fire under." 

I fully agreed with him, or rather I began to enter- 
tain a suspicion that the ship was doomed, for the heat, 
even while the mate had been speaking, had grown 
intense. The whole contents of the hatchway had 
burst into flame, and the ruddy tongues of fire were 
now darting through the hatchway, as through a chim- 
ney, to a height of fully twenty feet above the deck. 
The coamings were on fire, the pitch was beginning to 
bubble and boil out of the seams of the deck planking, 
and the planks themselves were already uncomfortably 
hot to stand upon. Unless the fire could somehow be 
checked it seemed to me that it would soon be time to 
think about getting out the boats. 

The skipper meanwhile had come forward again, and, 
although looking very anxious, was, I was glad to see, 
perfectly self-possessed. 

"We shall have to clap the hatches on again, Mr. 
Priest, and endeavour to smother the fire," said he. 
"Let it be done at once." 

" Ay, ay, sir," answered Priest. " Now then, lads, on 
with the hatches some of you. Shall the carpenter cut 
holes in the deck, sir, for the water to pass through ? " 

"Yes," answered the skipper. "We must keep the 
hose going, certainly." 

But when the men came to attempt the replacing of 

the hatches, it was found that the fire was already too 

much for them. The heat was so fierce, and the flames 

poured forth so continuously, that they could not get 
11 
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near enough to the hatchway to achieve their object. 
Then the skipper and I made the attempt, with no 
better success, getting severely scorched for our pains. 

"Perhaps," said I, "it might be possible to do 
something with a wetted sail — " 

"An excellent suggestion, for which I am much 
obliged to you, Mr. Bowen ! " exclaimed the skipper, 
interrupting me. " It shall be tried at once." 

And he forthwith gave the necessary orders. 

A main topgallant-sail was got up out of the sail- 
room and dropped overboard, made fast by a line to 
one of the clews. Then, as soon as it was thoroughly 
saturated, it was dragged in-board, stretched athwart 
the deck, and dragged over the flaming hatchway, 
several men holding it in position while the carpenter 
rapidly spiked the head and foot of it to the deck. 
Meanwhile, the hose was played incessantly upon it, 
while bucket after bucket of water was emptied into 
it with frantic energy until the hollow of it over the 
hatchway was full of water. By keeping a continuous 
stream of water pouring into this hollow we seemed to 
check the fire for a time, although it was difficult work, 
on account of the great clouds of scalding steam that 
soon began to rise from the water. But in less than a 
quarter of an hour the scorched canvas gave way. 
The water that it had contained plumped down 
through the rent on to the blazing cargo, and was im- 
mediately converted into a vast volume of steam 
that momentarily checked the fire, and then the flames 
leaped up again far more fiercely than ever. 
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" It is no good," murmured the skipper, turning to 
mo ; " the ship is doomed ! The fire is rapidly spread- 
ing in spite of all that we can do. There is nothing 
for it, therefore, but to take to the boats, and the sooner 
that they are in the water the better." 

This was quite my own opinion, and I said so. 
The chief mate was accordingly called aside and given 
his instructions, and while the second mate, with his 
gang, continued to fight the fire, Mr. Priest, with a 
few picked men, went to work to provision and water 
the several boats preparatory to getting them into the 
water. The long-boat was an exception to this ar- 
rangement. She stood on chocks upon the top of the 
main-hatch, and, under ordinary circumstances, was 
hoisted out by means of yard tackles on the fore and 
main yard-arms. Now, however, that the foremast was 
destroyed, it was no longer possible to handle her in 
this way, and the only plan that suggested itself was 
to launch her bodily off the deck, afterward bailing 
out such water as she would probably ship during the 
operation. This was accordingly done very success- 
fully, and in about two ^hours' time all the boats were 
alongside, with oars, rowlocks, a baler each, masts, 
sails, and other gear complete, and as much provisions 
and water as there was room for after allowing space 
for the necessary complement of passengers and crew. 
The Indiaman was well provided with boats, so there 
was room for everybody without overcrowding. 

While these preparations had been going on, Cap- 
tain Chesney had been in the cuddy, stating the con- 
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dition of affairs to the passengers, and directing* them 
to prepare for their forthcoming boat -voyage by 
dressing in their warmest clothing and providing 
themselves with such extra wraps as wotdd be useful 
at night or during severe weather. He also permitted 
them to each take a small package of valuables with 
them, explaining at the same time that they must be 
prepared to throw these overboard should the boats 
prove to be dangerously deep in the water, or should 
bad weather come on. 

At length, all being ready, the process of embarka- 
tion in the boats began, both gangways being used 
for this purpose. First of all, the crew of the long- 
boat and the first cutter descended into their respec- 
tive boats, and stood by to receive the other occupants. 
The long-boat was a particularly fine and roomy craft, 
with accommodation enough to take all the women 
and children in her, and these were now accordingly 
ushered down the accommodation ladder, each being 
called by name by the skipper, who stood at the 
gangway with the list in his hand, which he ticked off 
by the light of the flames as each person left the ship. 
This was at the starboard gangway. Meanwhile 
Simcoe, the second mate, at the port gangway, was 
receiving the men who had been injured by the light- 
ning that had set the ship on fire. All these were 
taken into the second cutter, and her full complement 
was made up with bachelor passengers. As soon 
as these two boats had received their full num- 
ber they were ordered to pull away from the ship far 
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enough to allow two other boats to come to the gang- 
way, which in like manner quickly received their human 
freight, and hauled off. And so the work went on un- 
til everybody but the skipper and myself had left the 
ship, the gig, with eight hands, being at the gang- 
way to receive us. The whole of ,the fore part of the 
ship, to within a few feet of the main hatchway, was 
by this time a roaring and blazing fiery furnace, the 
flames of which reached as high as the main-topmast- 
head. Part of the foredeck had fallen in ; the heel of 
the bowsprit had been consumed, causing the spar, 
with all attached, to plunge into the water under the 
bows, and the deck planking, as far aft as the gang- 
way, was almost unendurably hot to stand upon, while 
small tongues of flame were constantly springing into 
existence here and there about us in the most extra- 
ordinary way as the timber ignited with the intense 
heat. There was consequently not a moment to lose, 
and, as Captain Chesney very rightly insisted upon 
being the last to leave the ship, I wasted no time in 
making my way down into the gig, which I was to 
command, and into which I had already passed my 
few traps and my sextant. The skipper, meanwhile, 
had gone into the cuddy to take a final look round. 
He was absent nearly five minutes, and I was growing 
so anxious about him that I was at the point of leav- 
ing the boat again to hunt him up, when he appeared 
at the head of the gangway. The poor fellow seemed 
to be dreadfully cut up as he allowed his glances to 
wander fore and aft the noble ship, now ablaze almost 
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to the spot upon which he stood, and with thick jets 
of black smoke and little tongues of flame forcing 
their way through the seams at a hundred different 
points. He had commanded the vessel ever since she 
left the stocks ; he had conducted her safely to-and-f ro 
over thousands of miles of ocean, through fair weath- 
er and foul ; he had studied her until he had come to 
know every quality that she possessed, good or bad ; 
had taken pride in the first, and found ample excuses 
for the last ; he had grown to love her, almost as a man 
loves his wife or child, and now the moment had come 
when he must abandon her to the devouring flames 
that had already seared and destroyed her beauty, and 
were fast reducing her to a charred, shapeless shell of 
blazing timber. Involuntarily, as it seemed to me, he 
doffed his cap, as a man might do in the presence of 
the dying, standing there in the gangway, with his 
figure in bold relief against the glowing furnace of 
flame and the dense volumes of heavy, wreathing, 
fire illumined smoke, while his eyes seemed to wander 
hither and thither about the burning ship as though 
unable to drag himself away ; but at length the fire 
burst through the deck close to where he stood. 
Fiery flakes were falling thickly about him ; the main- 
mast was tottering ominously ; it was obviously full 
time to be gone. Such hints were not to be ignored, 
and replacing his cap upon his head with one hand as 
he dashed the other across his eyes, he slowly de- 
scended the ladder and gave the word to shove off. 
The men, who had latterly been growing very anxious 
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and fidgety, lost no time in obeying* the order. But 
we were none too soon, for the gig had barely left the 
gangway when the main-mast fell over the side with 
a loud crash and a fierce up -darting of millions of fiery 
sparks, followed by a great spout of flame that seemed 
to indicate that the mast, in falling, had torn up a 
considerable portion of the deck. The poor skipper, 
who had sunk down beside me in the stern-sheets of 
the boat, shuddered violently and heaved a heavy, 
gasping sigh as the main-mast struck the water close 
under the boat's stern, raising a splash that nearly 
drenched us to the skin. 

. " Another half-minute and I should have been too 
late," he murmured, with a ghastly smile. " Well," he 
continued, " so far as the poor old ship is concerned, 
my duty is done. But there is still a heavy responsi- 
bility resting upon me, inasmuch as that the lives of 
all these people depend almost exclusively upon my 
judgment and foresight. Put me aboard the long- 
boat, please." 



CHAPTEE Xm 

THE GIG IS CAUGHT IN A GALE 

T DID as the akipper had requested, receiving young 
•*• Dumaresq into the gig in his place, and then the 
several boats lay upon their oars, awaiting further 
orders. 
Captain Chesney seemed to be very reluctant, even 
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now, to quit the neighbourhood of the burning ship ; 
and therein I considered that he was displaying sound 
judgment, for the weather was still stark calm, and 
whatever movement we might make would have to be 
executed with the oars, which would soon result in 
greatly fatiguing the men without any commensurate 
advantage. Moreover the Indiaman was now a blazing 
beacon, the light from which would be distinctly visi- 
ble at a distance of at least thirty or forty miles in 
every direction, and would be sure to attract attention 
should any craft be in the neighbourhood, probably 
leading to her steering in our direction as soon as a 
breeze should spring up ; in which case we might all 
hope to be picked up. 

That this was in his mind was evident, for he pres- 
ently summoned all the boats about him, and pointed 
out to their occupants the possibilities of rescue by 
remaining in the neighbourhood of the burning ship, 
and he then went on to say : 

" Our reckoning at noon showed that we were then — 
as we have since remained — seven hundred and twenty 
miles south-west by south from the island of Corvo, one 
of the Azores, which is the nearest land. There is a 
small town called Rosario upon this island, where, if 
we can but reach it, I have no doubt we can obtain suc- 
cour ; and I therefore intend to steer for Corvo, not 
only for the reason that I have mentioned, but also be- 
cause most homeward-bound ships endeavour to make 
the Azores, and we therefore stand a very good chance 
of being picked up at any moment. Now, gentlemen, 
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those of you who are in charge of boats will be pleased 
to remember that the course is north-east-by-north, 
and the distance seven hundred and twenty miles. You 
will also be pleased to remember that the boats are to 
keep company as long as the weather will permit, un- 
less otherwise ordered by me. And now, as I do not 
intend to make a start until to-morrow morning, you 
had better arrange the watches in each boat, and secure 
all the rest that you can." 

This very sensible recommendation was at once 
adopted all round ; but, as far as the gig was concerned, 
sleep appeared to be out of the question, the strong 
glare of light from the burning ship — although the 
boats had hauled off to a distance of fully half a mile 
from her — and, still more, the novelty and excitement 
of our situation, seeming to have completely banished 
slumber from our eyelids. 

At length, toward two o'clock in the morning— by 
which time the Indiaman had become the mere shell of 
a ship, a blazing furnace from stem to stern, — a light 
breeze sprang up from the north-north-east, almost 
dead in our teeth for the voyage to the Azores ; and the 
order was passed along for the boats to set their sails 
and make short reaches, for the purpose of maintain- 
ing their position near the ship. This was done, and 
then the only bad quality that the boats appeared to 
possess rapidly declared itself. They were, one and all, 
staunch, well-built, and finely-modelled boats, excel- 
lently adapted for their work in all respects save one, 
which, in the present case, was of very great impor- 



Digitized by 



Google 



170 THE LOG OF A PRIVATEERSMAN 

tance : their keels were so shallow that they had no 
grip of the water ; and the result of this was that, as 
we quickly discovered, they would not turn to wind- 
ward. The gig, which had been built with an especial 
eye to speed, was the least serious offender in this 
respect ; indeed, so long as the water remained smooth, 
we managed to hold our own with her, and a trifle to 
spare ; the long-boat, probably from her size and supe- 
rior depth of body, came next ; but the others sagged 
away to leeward from the first, despite the utmost 
efforts of those in charge ; and, consequently, in order 
to remain in company, we were obliged to bear up and 
run down to them. Within an hour from the moment 
of making sail we were a mile to leeward of the ship ; 
and with the steady freshening of the breeze we con- 
tinued to increase our distance from her. 

The day at length broke, disclosing a sea ruffled to 
a hue of purest sapphire, flecked with little ridges of 
snowy foam by the whipping of the now fresh breeze, 
under a sky of blue, dappled with small, wool-like 
white clouds that came sailing up, squadron after 
squadron, out of the north-east, at a speed that told of 
a fiery breeze in the higher reaches of the atmosphere ; 
and a sharp look-out for the gleaming canvas of a 
passing ship was at once instituted, but without result. 
About half an hour later the skipper, who was but a 
short distance to leeward of us, waved us to close ; and 
when we had done so the long-boat and the gig ran 
down in company to the other boats in succession, 
Captain Chesney ordering each, as we passed, to follow 
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him, until we finally all found ourselves near the jolly- 
boat, which was the most leewardly boat of all. The 
little flotilla then closed round the long-boat, which 
had been hove-to, and the skipper, standing up in the 
stern-sheets, addressed us : 

" Gentlemen," said he, " it is, as you may well imag- 
ine, a great disappointment to me to discover that the 
boats exhibit such very poor weatherly qualities, since 
it renders it plain that, unless something can be done 
to improve them in that respect, it will be useless for 
us to think of carrying out my original plan of making 
for the Azores in the teeth of the present foul wind. 
A plan has occurred to me that may possibly have the 
effect of helping the boats to go to windward, and I 
should like you all to try it. If it answers, well and 
good ; if it does not, I am afraid there will be nothing 
for it but for us to try for the Canaries, which are con- 
siderably further away from us than the Azores, but 
which also lie much further to the southward, and 
consequently afford us a better chance, with the wind 
as it now is. 

" And now as to my plan for helping the boats to 
turn to windward. They are all fitted with bottom- 
boards; and I am of opinion that, if the triangular 
bottom-board in the stern-sheets is suspended over 
the lee side amidships by means of short lengths of 
line bent on to two of the corners, the arrangement 
will serve as a lee-board, and the boats will go to 
windward, although their speed may be slightly de- 
creased. At all events, I should like to give the plan 
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a trial; so get your bottom-boards rigged at once, 
gentlemen, if you please, somewhat after the fashion 
of this affair that I have arranged." 

So saying, the skipper exhibited the long-boat's 
board, fitted to serve as a lee-board, and forthwith 
dropped it over the side, secured by a couple of stout 
lanyards, the other ends of which were made fast to 
the boat's thwarts. It appeared to require but little 
arranging, the leeway of the boat pressing it close to 
her side, and retaining it there in its proper position. 
The other boats were not long in following the skip- 
per's example. Five minutes sufficed to get the lee- 
boards into action, and then the squadron hauled its 
wind, with the object of beating back to the neighbour- 
hood of the ship. The value of Captain Chesney's 
idea soon became apparent, for in less than an hour we 
had reached far enough to windward to enable us to 
fetch the ship on the next tack. But we did not go 
about ; for just at that time the wreck, burnt to the 
water's edge, suddenly disappeared, leaving no trace 
of her late presence but a dense cloud of mingled 
steam and smoke, that gradually Swept away to lee- 
ward astern of us. 

The boats were on the starboard tack, and were kept 
so throughout the day, that being the leg upon which 
we could do best with the wind as it then was ; and at 
noon an observation of the sun was secured which, the 
skippar having his chronometer and charts with him, 
showed that we were elevon miles nearer to our desti- 
nation than we had been when we left the ship. This 
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was no great slice out of a distance of more than seven 
hundred miles, but neither was it by any means dis- 
couraging, taking into consideration the distance that 
we had lost during the night. As for the passengers, 
particularly the women and children, they were in 
wonderfully good spirits, seeming to regard the boat- 
voyage rather as a pleasure - trip than the serious 
matter that it really was. The breeze continuing to 
freshen, it at length became necessary for the long- 
boat and ourselves to haul down a reef, in order that 
we might not outsail and run away from the remainder 
of the flotilla. But, despite everybody's most strenu- 
ous efforts, the boats manifested a decided disposition 
to become widely scattered, and it was only by the 
faster sailers heaving -to occasionally that the slug- 
gards were enabled to keep in company. This proved so 
serious an obstacle to progress that just before sunset 
the long-boat again displayed the signal to close, and 
when we had done so the skipper informed us that, in 
view of the great difference in the sailing powers of 
the several boats, he withdrew his prohibition as to 
parting company, and that from that moment each 
boat would be at liberty to do the best that she could 
for herself. And it appeared to me that this was a 
most sensible decision to arrive at, since, taking into 
account the long distance to be traversed, the determi- 
nation to regulate the progress of the entire squadron 
by that of the slowest boat must necessarily entail a 
very serious lengthening of the period of exposure 
and privation f jr those in the faster boats. Sail was 
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accordingly made by the long-boat and ourselves ; and 
when darkness closed down upon the scene, the gig was 
leading by about half a mile, the long-boat coming next, 
and the remainder stringing out astern, at distances 
varying from three-quarters of a mile to twice as far. 

It must not be supposed that, on this first day in 
the boats, the novelty of our situation caused us to 
feel indifferent to the possibility of a sail heaving in 
sight ; on the contrary, one man in each boat was 
told off for the especial purpose of keeping a look-out ; 
and I, for one, felt it to be a serious misfortune that 
up to nightfall nothing had been sighted ; for, to tell 
the whole truth, I regarded the possibility of our 
reaching either Corvo or the Canaries as mighty 
problematical, trusting for our eventual rescue very 
much more to the chance of our falling in with a ship 
and being picked up. 

About eight bells of the second dog-watch the wind, 
which had been gradually freshening all day, fresh- 
ened still more, piping up occasionally in so squally a 
fashion that I deemed it prudent to again haul down 
a reef; and by miduight it had become necessary to 
take in a second reef, the sky having clouded over, 
with a thick and rather dirty look to windward, while 
the wind came along in such heavy puffs that, staunch 
boat as was the gig, we had our work cut out at times 
to keep her lee gunwale above water. Moreover, a 
short, steep, choppy sea had been raised that proved 
very trying to us, the boat driving her sharp stem 
viciously into it, and throwing frequent heavy showers 
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of spray over herself, that not only drenched us all to 
the skin, but also necessitated the continuous use of 
the baler. Fortunately, we were not very greatly 
crowded; so that, despite the weight of our party 
and that of our provisions and water, the boat was 
fairly buoyant, and we shipped nothing heavier than 
spray ; but my heart ached as I thought of the poor 
women and children cooped up in the long-boat, and 
pictured to myself their too probable piteous condition 
of cold and wet and misery. 

As the night wore on, the weather grew steadily 
worse ; and morning at length dawned upon us, hove-to 
under close-reefed canvas, with a strong gale blow- 
ing, and a high, steep, and dangerous sea running. 
And there was every prospect that there was worse to 
come, for the sun rose as a pale, wan, shapeless blot 
of sickly light, faintly showing through a veil of dim, 
gray, watery vapour, streaked with light - coloured 
patches of tattered scud, that swept athwart the lour- 
ing sky at a furious rate, while the sea had that green- 
ish, turbid appearance that is often noticeable as a 
precursor of bad weather. 

None of the other boats were anywhere near us, so 
far as could be made out ; but one of the men was still 
standing on a thwart, steadying himself by the mast, 
looking for them, when he suddenly made our hearts 
leap and our pulses quicken by flinging out his right 
arm and pointing vehemently, as he yelled : 

"Sail ho! a couple of points on the lee bow! A 
ship, sir, steerin' large, under to'gallant-sails ! " 
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" Let me get a look at her," answered I, as I clawed 
my way forward, noticing with consternation as I did 
so, that, despite the continuous baling that had been 
kept up, the water was fully three inches deep in the 
bottom of the boat, and that the lower tier of our pro- 
visions, was, in consequence, most probably spoiled. 

The man, having first carefully pointed out to me 
the exact direction in which I was to look for the 
stranger, climbed down off the thwart and so made 
room for me to take his place, which I immediately 
did. Yes ; there she was, precisely as the man had 
said, a full-rigged ship, scudding under topgallant- 
sails. She was fully seven — maybe nearer eight — 
miles away, and although rather on our lee bow at the 
moment when first sighted — in consequence of the gig 
having just then come to — was in reality still a trifle 
to windward of us. Of course it was utterly useless to 
hope that we could, by any means at our disposal, at- 
tract her attention at that distance ; but as I looked 
almost despairingly at her, and noticed that she did 
not appear to be travelling very fast, it occurred to me 
that there was just a ghost of a chance that, by bearing 
up and running away to leeward, upon a course con- 
verging obliquely upon her own, we might be able to 
intercept her ; or, if not that, we might at least be able 
to approach her near enough to make ourselves seen. 
It was worth attempting, I thought, for even though, 
in the event of failure, we should find ourselves in the 
end many miles more distant from Corvo than we 
then were, I attached but little importance to that ; my 
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conviction now being stronger than ever that our only 
hope of deliverance lay in being picked up, rather than 
in our being able to reach the Azores, or any other 
land. Noting carefully, therefore, the bearings of the 
stranger, and especially the fact that she appeared to 
be running dead to leeward, with squared yards, I 
made my way aft again, took the tiller, watched for a 
favourable opportunity, and succeeded in getting the 
gig before the wind without shipping very much 
water. Once fairly before the wind, the boat was able 
to bear a considerably greater spread of canvas than 
while hove-to ; indeed an increase of sail immediately 
became an imperative necessity in order to avoid be- 
ing caught and overrun, or pooped, by the sea ; more- 
over we had to catch that ship, if we could. We 
therefore shook out a couple of reefs, and then went to 
breakfast ; treating ourselves to as good a meal as the 
circumstances would permit. 

The gig being double-ended, and modelled some- 
what after the fashion of a whale-boat, scudded well 
and no longer shipped any water ; our condition, 
therefore, was greatly improved, and running before 
the gale, as we now were, the strength of the wind was 
not so severely felt, nor did the chill of the blast pene- 
trate our saturated clothing so cruelly as while we 
were hove-to. Our clothes gradually dried upon us, 
we baled out the boat, and in the course of an hour or 
so began to experience something approaching a re- 
turn to comfort. Meanwhile, at frequent intervals, the 
bearing and distance of the strange sail was ascer- 
12 
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tained, and our spirits rose as, with every observa- 
tion, the chances of our ultimately succeeding in in- 
tercepting her grew more promising. Another result 
of these observations, however, was the unwelcome 
discovery that the stranger was travelling at a con- 
siderably faster pace than we had at first credited her 
with ; and that only the nicest and most accurate judg- 
ment with regard to our own course would enable us 
to close with her. 

That in itself, however, was not sufficient to occasion 
us any very grave anxiety, for we had the whole day 
before us ; and what we had most greatly to fear was 
a further increase in the strength of the wind. Un- 
happily there was only too much reason to dread that 
this might happen, if, indeed, it was not in process of 
happening already; for the sky astern was rapidly 
assuming a blacker, wilder appearance, while it was 
unquestionable that the sea was increasing in height 
and breaking more heavily. This last was a serious 
misfortune for us in a double sense; for, on the one 
hand, it increased the danger of the boat being pooped, 
while on the other it materially reduced our progress, 
our low sails becoming almost completely becalmed, 
and the boat's way slackening every time that we 
settled into the hollow of a sea. So greatly did this 
retard us that at length, despite the undeniable fact 
that the gale was increasing, we shook out our last reef 
and attempted the hazardous experiment of scudding 
under whole canvas. And for a short time we did 
fairly well, although my heart was in my mouth every 
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time that, as the boat soared upward to the crest of a 
sea, the blast struck her with a furious sweep, filling 
the sail with a jerk that threatened to take the mast 
out of her, and taxing my skill to the utmost to prevent 
her from broaching -to and capsizing. But it would 
not do ; it was altogether too dangerous an experiment 
to be continued. It was no longer a question of skill 
in the handling of the boat, we were tempting Provi- 
dence and courting disaster, for the wind was freshen- 
ing rapidly, so we had to haul down a reef again, and 
even after we had done this we seemed to be scarcely 
any better off than before. 

Meanwhile, however, in the midst of our peril and 
anxiety we had the satisfactory assurance that we were 
steadily nearing the ship ; for we had risen her until, 
when both she and the gig happened to be simultane- 
ously hove up on the crest of an unusually heavy sea, 
we could catch a glimpse not only of the whole of 
her canvas, but also of the sweep of her rail through- 
out its length, and we might now hope that at any 
moment some keen-eyed sailor might notice our tiny 
sail and call attention to it. Nay, there was just a pos- 
sibility that this had happened already, for we pres- 
ently became aware that the ship had taken in her 
topgallant-sails. Of course this might mean nothing 
more than mere ordinary precaution on the part of a 
commander anxious to avoid springing any of his 
spars ; but it might also point to the conclusion that 
a momentary, doubtful glimpse of us had been caught 
by somebody, and that the officer of the watch, while 
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sceptical of belief, had shortened sail for a time to 
afford opportunity for further investigation. But 
whichever it might happen to be, it improved our 
prospects of eventual rescue, and we were glad and 
thankful accordingly. 

The question now uppermost in our minds was 
whether we had or had not been seen by any one on 
board the ship. Some of us felt convinced that we 
had — the wish, doubtless, being father to the thought ; 
but, for my own part, I was exceedingly doubtful. 
For, as a rule — to which, however, some most shame- 
ful and dastardly exceptions have come under my 
own notice — sailors are always most eager to help their 
distressed brethren, even at the cost of very great per- 
sonal inconvenience and peril ; and, knowing this, I 
believed that, had only a momentary and exceedingly 
doubtful view of us been caught, steps would at once 
have been taken on board the ship to further test the 
matter. Some one, for instance, would probably have 
been sent aloft to get a more extended view of the 
ocean's surface ; nay, it was by no means unlikely that 
an officer might have taken the duty upon himself, and 
have searched the ocean with the aid of a telescope, in 
either of which cases we should soon have been discov- 
ered ; when the sight of a small boat battling for life 
against a rapidly increasing gale and an already ex- 
tremely dangerous sea would doubtless have resulted 
in the ship hauling her wind to our rescue. Nothing 
of the kind, however, happened, and we continued our 
perilous run to leeward upon a course that was slowly 
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converging" upon that of the ship, with a feeling of 
growing doubt and angry despair at the blindness of 
those whom we were pursuing rapidly displacing the 
high hopes that had been aroused in our hearts at the 
first sight of that thrice-welcome sail. 

The ship held steadily on her way, and all that we 
could do was to follow her, with the wind smiting down 
upon us more fiercely every minute, while each suc- 
ceeding wave, as it overtook us, curled its angry, hiss- 
ing crest more menacingly above the stern of the 
deeply-laden boat. It was a wild, reckless, desperate 
bit of boat-sailing ; and the conviction rapidly grew 
upon us all that it could not last much longer, we should 
soon be compelled to abandon the pursuit, or succumb 
to the catastrophe that momentarily threatened us. If 
we could but hold out long enough to attract the atten- 
tion of those blind bats yonder, all might yet be well ; 
but when at length our desperate race had carried us 
to within about two and a half miles of the ship, and 
an occasional glimpse of the whole of her hull could 
be caught when we were both at the same instant hove 
up on the ridge of a sea, there was no perceptible in- 
dication whatever that we had been seen by anybody 
aboard her. There was no truck, and no flag-halliard 
fitted to the mast of the gig, and we consequently had 
no means of hoisting a signal ; but even if we had pos- 
sessed such means they would probably have been use- 
less, because if the sleepy lubbers had not noticed our 
sail, the exhibition of a comparatively small flag would 
hardly be likely to attract their attention. 



Digitized by 



Google 



182 THE LOG OF A PRIVATEERSMAN 

We were still in the midst of an anxious discussion 
as to what we could possibly do to make ourselves 
seen, when an end came to our pursuit. A furious 
squall of wind and rain swooped down upon us, there 
was a crash, and the mast-thwart, unable to endure the 
additional strain thrown upon it, grave way, the mast 
lurched forward and went over the bow, sails and all, 
and at the same moment an unusually heavy sea over- 
took us, broke in over the boat's stern, and filled her 
half-way to the thwarts. 

I thought now that it was all over with us ; fully 
expecting that the next sea would also break aboard, 
completely swamp the boat, and leave us all to swim 
for a few brief, agonizing moments, and then to vanish 
for ever ; yet with the never-slumbering instinct of self- 
preservation, I put the tiller hard over as the crest of 
the wave swept forward, and then frantically threw 
out an oar over the stern, with which to sweep the 
boat round head to sea. How it was achieved I know 
not to this day, but so furious a strength did I throw 
into my work that I actually succeeded in almost ac- 
complishing my object ; that is to say, I got the boat 
so far round that, when the next wave met us, the 
bluff of her starboard bow was presented to it, and al- 
though more water came aboard, it was not sufficient 
to very materially enhance the peril of our situation. 
Meanwhile the rest of the occupants seized the baler, a 
bucket that somebody had been thoughtful enough to 
throw into the boat when preparations were being 
made to leave the burning Indiaman, their caps, or 
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even their boots — the first thing*, in fact, that came 
handy — and began baling for their lives. 



CHAPTER XIV 

THE SHADOW OP DEATH 

rpHE mast and sails of the boat had gone clean over 
-■- the bows into the water, and would in all prob- 
ability have been lost to us but for the fact that the 
shrouds still held ; and, this being- the case, the boat 
rode to them as to a sort of floating anchor, keeping 
her stem on to the sea. Her trim was such that her 
bows were considerably more above water than her 
stern, which may have had something to do with the 
fact that, although the sea was now higher and more 
dangerous than ever, the water no longer broke into 
her. Dumaresq and I, however, were both of opinion 
that the floating mast, with the sails attached, served 
in some measure as a breakwater for the seas to ex- 
pend their most dangerous energies upon, and after 
discussing the matter a little further it was determined 
to submit our theory to the test of experiment. The 
shrouds were accordingly unbent, and the mast hauled 
alongside, when the boat again began to ship water ; 
moreover, an oar over the stern at once became neces- 
sary to keep her bows on to the sea. This experiment 
satisfied us that our impression was something more 
than a mere fancy, and we at once went to work to 
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further test it. There were six oars in the boat, and 
another portion of her equipment was a painter, some 
six fathoms in length. We securely lashed together 
the whole six of the oars and the mast, with the sails 
still attached, in a sort of bundle, by the middle, using 
the end of the painter as a lashing, and when every- 
thing had been made secure we veered away the 
painter until the whole of it was out, and the bundle 
of oars and what-not was floating about five fathoms 
ahead of the boat. This served as a drag, again bring- 
ing the gig's bows on to the sea, and a comparatively 
short period of observation sufficed to convince us 
that the arrangement did indeed serve also as an ap- 
preciable protection to the boat. By the time that 
this was done the rain had nearly ceased, and presently 
it cleared up to leeward, revealing the ship once more, 
under double-reefed topsails, now broad on our lar- 
board quarter and hopelessly beyond all possibility 
of being overtaken, even had we dared to resume the 
chase, which, after our recent experience, and in the 
face of the terrible weather, none of us dreamed of at- 
tempting. 

It was a cruelly bitter disappointment to us all to 
reflect that we had been so near to the possibility of 
rescue, and yet had missed it, and I caught the rum- 
bling notes of more than one sea-blessing invoked 
upon the heads of the crew, who ought to have seen 
us, but apparently did not. It was useless, however, 
to cry over spilt milk, or to murmur against the mys- 
terious decrees of Providence. Our business now was 
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to do all that lay in our power to keep the boat afloat 
and enable her to ride out the gale ; so we baled her 
dry, trimmed her a trifle more by the stern to enable 
her to present a bolder bow to the sea, and then piped 
to dinner. 

And now arose fresh cause for distress and appre- 
hension, for when we came to look into the state of 
our provisions, it was found that pretty nearly every- 
thing that was spoilable had been ruined by the salt 
water that we had shipped, our bread especially be- 
ing almost reduced to pulp. We picked out the least 
damaged portions, however, and ate them, with some 
chunks of raw salt beef, washing down the whole with 
a sparing libation of weak grog, after which we felt 
in somewhat better spirits. 

But, oh ! the cold and misery of it all ! We were 
drenched to the skin, and the wind seemed to pene- 
trate to our very marrow. Moreover, there was no 
hope whatever of the slightest improvement so long 
as the gale continued, for even though the rain had 
ceased, the air was full of spindrift and scud-water 
that fell upon us in drenching showers ; while, cooped 
up as we were within the circumscribed dimensions of 
a small boat, there was no possibility of warming our- 
selves by exercise or active movement of any sort. 
The sea was running too dangerously high to admit 
of our taking to the oars and keeping ourselves warm 
by that expedient, and all that we could do to mitigate 
our misery was to huddle closely together in the bot- 
tom of the boat, and so shield ourselves as far as 
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possible from the piercing wind and the drenching 
spray. Had we been able to smoke, matters would 
not have been so bad with us, but we had no means of 
obtaining a light ; so there we crouched, hour after 
hour, our teeth clenched or chattering with cold, our 
drenched clothing clinging to our shivering bodies, 
and the gale howling over our heads with ever-increas- 
ing fury, while the sheets of salt spray lashed us relent- 
lessly like whips of steel. So utterly miserable did we 
become that at length we even ceased to rise occasion- 
ally to take a look round, to see whether, perchance, 
another sail might have hove in sight. I believe that 
some of my companions in suffering found a temporary 
refuge from their wretchedness in short snatches of 
fitful sleep ; at all events I caught at intervals the 
sound of low mutterings, as of sleeping men ; but, as 
for me, exhausted though I was, I could not sleep. 
My anxiety on behalf of these poor wretches, who 
were in a way under my command, and who were cer- 
tainly dependent to a great extent upon my experience 
and judgment, seemed to have driven sleep for ever 
from my eyes. 

And so we lay there, hour after hour, now flung aloft 
until the whole ocean to the limits of the horizon lay 
spread around us, anon sweeping down the back of some 
giant billow until it seemed that the boat was about to 
plunge to the ocean's bed, and the passage of every 
hour was marked by an increasing grayness and hag- 
gardness in the faces of my companions, while a more 
hopelessly despairing expression came into their eyes. 
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At length, however, shortly before sunset, a welcome 
break appeared in the sky to windward ; a gleam of 
watery, yellow light spread along the horizon ; the pall 
of murky vapour broke up into detached masses ; small 
but gradually widening patches of blue sky appeared 
here and there ; and finally we got a momentary glimpse 
of the sun through a break in the clouds, just as the 
great luminary was on the point of sinking below the 
western horizon. We greeted the blessed sight with a 
cheer of reviving hope, for we knew that the gale was 
breaking, and that with the moderating of the wind and 
sea we should once again be able to take some active 
steps toward our preservation ; while, apart from that, 
the finer weather would at least afford us some relief 
from our present suffering and misery. About half an 
hour later there was a noticeable diminution in the 
strength of the wind, which by midnight had become 
merely a moderate breeze. The sea no longer broke 
dangerously, the sky cleared, the stars beamed benig- 
nantly down upon us, and there was every prospect of 
our being able to resume our voyage on the morrow. 
But although, so far as the weather was concerned, mat- 
ters were greatly improving with us, our suffering from 
cold was still very acute, for the night wind seemed to 
penetrate right through our wet clothes and to strike 
colder than ice upon our skins that were now burning 
with fever. 

As for me, I envied my more fortunate companions 
who were able to sleep. I was deadly weary, worn out 
with prolonged watching and anxiety and exposure ; 
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my eyes were burning and my head throbbing with the 
fever that consumed me, while my teeth were chatter- 
ing with cold to such an extent that I could scarcely 
make my speech intelligible. Wild, fantastic, irrelevant 
fancies were whirling confusedly through my brain, 
and I found it simply impossible to fix my mind upon 
the important question of the direction in which we 
ought to steer upon the resumption of our voyage. 
For the impression now forced itself upon me that poor 
Captain Chesney had committed an error of judgment 
in adhering to his determination to make for the 
Azores, after the breeze had sprung up from a direction 
which placed those islands almost dead to windward, 
and his only alternative of making for the Canaries 
appeared to be open to the same objection, although 
in a considerably lesser degree. Then arose the ques- 
tion : If he was mistaken in thus deciding, what ought 
he to have done ? But to this, in the then disordered 
condition of my mental faculties, I could find no satis- 
factory reply. 

At length, while mentally groping for a solution to 
this knotty problem, I sank into a feverish semi-som- 
nolent condition that eventually merged into sleep, 
and when I again became conscious, the sun was 
flashing his first beams across the surface of the heav- 
ing waters, now no longer scourged to fury by the 
lashing of a gale, but just ruffled to a deep, tender blue 
by the gentle breathing of a soft breeze from the north- 
east. A very heavy swell was still running, of course ; 
but it no longer broke, and there was nothing whatever 
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to prevent our resuming our voyage at once, saving the 
question — Whither ? 

The matter, however, that called for our first and most 
imperative attention was our own condition. We were 
still suffering greatly from the effects of prolonged ex- 
posure in our still damp clothes, and we could hope 
for little or no amelioration until our garments were 
once more dry, and the healthy action of our skin 
restored; so, to facilitate this, I suggested that we 
should all strip, and spread out our clothing to thor- 
oughly dry in the sun's now ardent beams, and that, 
while the drying process was in progress, we should all 
go overboard and indulge in a good swim. The greater 
portion of our party thought this advice good enough 
to be acted upon, and in a few minutes seven of us were 
in the water and swimming vigorously round the boat ; 
the other three were unable to swim, but they imitated 
us so far as to strip and pour buckets of water over 
each other. The water felt pleasantly warm in com- 
parison with the temperature of the air, and we remained 
overboard for nearly half an hour ; then we scrambled 
back into the boat again, rubbed ourselves and each 
other vigorously with the palms of our hands, while our 
bodies were in process of being dried by the joint ac- 
tion of the sun and air; and finally we donned our 
clothes again, they being by this time quite dry, feel- 
ing much refreshed and in every way considerably the 
better for our bath. Our next business was to go to 
breakfast, but our bread was by this time so completely 
destroyed as to be quite uneatable. We therefore threw 



Digitized by 



Google 



190 THE LOG OF A PRIVATEERSMAN 

it overboard, and made a meagre and unpalatable meal 
off more raw salt beef, washed down as before with 
weak grog. 

And while the meal was in progress I brought up the 
question that had been vexing me during the previous 
night ; namely, the direction in which we should steer. 
I had been giving this matter my best consideration 
during the time that I had been overboard; indeed 
Dumaresq and I had been discussing it together as we 
swam industriously round and round the boat, and we 
both agreed in the conclusion that the appearance of 
the sky warranted the belief that we were on the very 
margin of the north-east trade wind; if not actually 
within its influence. And if this were indeed the case, 
it appeared that the proper course for us to adopt 
would be to bear up and run for the West Indies, 
instead of attempting to reach the Azores or even the 
Canaries. For while Corvo was only seven hundred 
and twenty miles from the spot where the Indiaman 
was destroyed, while Teneriffe was about thirteen hun- 
dred and eighty miles, and St. Thomas, in the West 
Indies, fifteen hundred miles from the same spot, we 
could reckon with tolerable certainty upon reaching the 
latter island in about twelve days if the breeze now 
blowing actually happened to be the young trade wind ; 
while, under the same supposition, it was exceedingly 
doubtful when, if ever, we should succeed in reaching 
either the Azores or the Canary Islands. It was alto- 
gether too momentous a question for me to settle off- 
hand and upon my own responsibility, so I laid the 
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matter before the whole boat's company, inviting them 
to decide it by a preponderating vote. I found that 
the majority agreed with me in the opinion that we 
might be on the fringe of, if not actually within, the 
influence of the trade wind, but when it came to the 
question of bearing up and running for the West Indies, 
the great distance to be traversed seemed to frighten 
them. They were hardly prepared to face the prospect 
of nearly a fortnight in an open boat, even although we 
might reckon with tolerable certainty upon a fair wind 
and moderate weather all the time. They pointed out 
that our stock of provisions was wholly inadequate for 
such a voyage, unless we were all prepared to go upon 
an exceedingly short allowance forthwith, and they 
appeared to consider that, by adhering to Captain 
Chesney's plan, we should stand a better chance of 
falling in with and being picked up by a ship. As to 
whether we should make for the Azores or the Canaries, 
we were pretty unanimously of opinion that, despite 
the much greater distance of the latter, if we were, as 
we supposed, within the influence of the trade wind, we 
should stand a much better chance of fetching it ; and 
after some further discussion it was definitely deter- 
mined to shape the best course we could for Tenetiffe. 

This important matter settled, all that we had to do 
was to lash the mast-thwart in its place again, haul the 
mast and oars alongside, get them in-board, and make 
sail, which we did forthwith. 

For the next five days we sailed comfortably enough 
to the eastward, making on an average, about eighty- 
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five miles in the twenty-four hours, during which not a 
single sail had been sighted ; and then the wind grad- 
ually died away, and it fell stark calm. This obliged 
us to take to the oars ; and whereas during the gale we 
had suffered greatly from cold and wet, all our com- 
plaint now was of the intense heat ; for the clouds had 
passed away, leaving the sky a vault of purest blue, 
out of which the sun blazed down upon us relentlessly 
for about eleven hours out of the twenty-four. This, 
coupled with our exertions at the oars — and possibly 
the profuse perspiration induced thereby — provoked a 
continuous thirst which we had no means of satisfying ; 
for immediately upon our determination to make for 
Teneriffe, we had carefully gauged our stock of pro- 
visions and water, and had placed ourselves upon a 
very short allowance of both. And, to make matters 
still worse, the setting in of the calm immediately ren- 
dered it imperatively necessary to still further reduce 
our already far too scanty allowance. 

There was nothing for it, however, but to toil on, 
hour after hour, with ever-decreasing strength; the 
only redeeming feature of our case being the knowl- 
edge that, should we now chance to sight a ship, she 
could not possibly sail away from us so long as the 
calm lasted. But when the calm had continued for 
twenty-four hours, during which we pulled contin- 
uously to the eastward, relieving each other at frequent 
intervals, this reflection almost ceased to afford us any 
comfort, for we found that short commons and hard 
work together were exhausting our strength with such 
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alarming' rapidity that, unless we sighted the hoped-for 
sail pretty speedily, we should have no strength left 
with which to pull to her. And when another twelve 
hours had passed over our heads, and another cloud- 
less, breathless, blazing morning had dawned upon us, 
the men with one accord laid in their oars, protesting 
their utter inability to any longer keep up the exhaust- 
ing work of pulling the boat. I argued with, entreated, 
and threatened them alternately, without avail ; they 
turned a deaf ear to me, and lay down in the bottom of 
the boat, where they almost instantly fell into a rest- 
less, troubled sleep. All, that is to say, except Dumar- 
esq, who recognized as clearly as I did the vital neces- 
sity for us to push onward as speedily as possible ; 
after discussing the situation for awhile, therefore, we 
threw over a couple of oars, and, placing the boat com- 
pass between my feet where I could see it, paddled 
wearily and painfully onward until noon, when we 
ceased, that I might have an opportunity to take an 
observation for the determination of our latitude. • 
While I was still engaged upon this operation the 
men awoke ; and as soon as I had ascertained our lati- 
tude we went to dinner ; if dinner that could be called 
which consisted of a small cube of raw meat, measur- 
ing about an inch each way, and as much tepid, fetid 
water as would half-fill the neck of a rum-bottle that 
had been broken off from the body to serve as a 
measure. 

After dinner the men again stretched themselves 
out, either in the bottom of the boat or on the thwarts, 
13 
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and once more sought surcease of suffering in sleep ; 
and again Dumaresq and I threw out our oars and 
toiled at them until sunset. But it was cruel work, and 
nothing short of such urgent necessity as ours would 
have induced me to do it. Then the men awoke again, 
apparently somewhat refreshed by their day's rest, and 
we went to supper. The fact that Dumaresq and I 
had been working at the oars all through the scorch- 
ing day, while they had been sleeping, seemed to 
awaken a sense of shame in some of them ; and af- 
ter supper they took to the oars of their own accord, 
announcing their determination to rest henceforth 
through the day, and to work all night, a plan which 
I was at once compelled to admit had much to recom- 
mend it. And so, while the men pulled pretty steadily 
on through the night, Dumaresq and I took watch and 
watch at the tiller. 

Another breathless morning dawned; we went to 
breakfast, and the men then lay down to sleep, as on 
the previous day, while Dumaresq and I laboured at 
the oars until noon, when the gallant young French- 
man was compelled to give up, declaring that he could 
not pull another stroke, even though his life depended 
upon it. I could, of course, do nothing single-handed ; 
so after dinner we all lay down together, and the sleep 
of utter exhaustion soon fell upon me. "When I next 
awoke the men were already astir and getting their 
supper ; and it appeared to me, from the look in their 
faces, that they would have been better pleased had 
Dumaresq and I remained asleep. After supper 
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they threw out their oars, and the Frenchman and I 
sat together in the stern-sheets, moodily discussing the 
situation, and marvelling at our strange ill-fortune in 
having sighted but one solitary sail ever since the de- 
struction of the Indiaman. 

" The fact is," remarked Dumaresq, in a low tone, 
" that we have made a terrible mistake in deciding to 
try for Teneriffe. We ought to have acted upon your 
suggestion to bear away for the West Indies. Had 
we done so, we should have been more than half-way 
there by this time— if, indeed, we had not already been 
fallen in with and picked up. As it is, it is now clear 
enough that, if as we both believed, we were on the 
edge of the trade wind, we have lost it again, and it 
may be many days before we shall get another breeze. 
And should that be the case, it is my belief that not 
one of us will ever see dry land again. Note our 
condition at this moment ; observe our companions. 
When we abandoned the ill-fated Manilla they were a 
stout, sturdy crew of willing, obedient men ; whilst 
now they are a gang of gaunt and savage outlaws, no 
longer amenable to discipline, and rendered ferociously 
selfish by starvation. Did you observe the fell 
gleam of animosity with which they regarded us when 
we awoke this evening and helped ourselves to our 
share of the provisions ? There has been no hint of 
violence thus far ; but, mark my words, Bowen, unless 
we are rescued within the next forty-eight hours this 
boat will become the scene of a ghastly tragedy. Ah ! 
mon Dieu ! look at that ! " 
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Dumaresq had brought his lips close to my ear while 
speaking, and the accompanying turn of his head had 
permitted his eyes to glance over my shoulder into 
the water astern of the boat. As he uttered his clos- 
ing exclamation he pointed to the boat's wake ; and 
there, not two fathoms away from the rudder, could 
be seen two large sharks, their forms clearly indicated 
in the phosphorescent water, steadily following the 
boat, and swimming at a distance of about three feet 
below the water. 

"What did I say?" continued Dumaresq. "The 
shadow of death is hovering over this boat; those 
sharks see it, and they will follow us until they get 
their prey ! " 



CHAPTER XV 

DYING OF HUNGER AND THIR8T 

T MUST confess that the sudden appearance of those 
■*• two ferocious monsters of the deep excited within 
me a feeling of intense horror and uneasiness ; for I 
had heard so much about the alleged mysterious in- 
stinct by which the shark is said to be enabled to fore- 
see the approaching death of one or more members 
of a crew, and had listened to so many apparently 
authentic stories confirming this belief in the creat- 
ure's powers, that I had grown to be quite prepared 
to believe that there might be something 1 more than 
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mere superstition at the bottom of it. And now it al- 
most appeared as though I was to have an oppor- 
tunity of learning by personal experience what amount 
of truth there really was in the gruesome theory. 
But after the first shock of horror had passed, reason 
and common -sense whispered that the presence of 
these visitors, instead of being a constant horror and 
menace to us, might, by good luck, be converted into 
a valuable source of food-supply, and I accordingly at 
once informed the men that there were two sharks 
following us, and inquired whether any of them could 
suggest a plan for the capture of one of the fish. I 
immediately discovered, however, that I should have 
done better to have said nothing ; for the announce- 
ment excited the utmost consternation ; while my pro- 
posal to attempt the capture of one of the fish was 
ridiculed as something approaching the height of ab- 
surdity. Tom Hardy — a weather-beaten seaman, who 
had been knocking about in all parts of the world for 
thirty years from the time when he first plunged his 
hands into the tar bucket at the age of fourteen — at 
once rose from his thwart, where he was pulling the 
stroke oar ; and, looking over the heads of Dumar- 
esq and myself, stared intently down at the fish for 
a few seconds, and then resumed his* seat, remark- 
ing: 

" Ay, mates, what Mr. Bo wen says is true enough ; 
there's two of 'em ; and that means that two of this 
here party is goin' to lose the number of their mess 
afore long ; you mark my words and see if they don't 
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come true. As to catckin' either of them sharks, 
why, we haven't got no hook to catch 'em with. 
And, if we had, 'twouldn't be of no use to try ; them 
fish ain't to be caught ; they're astarn of us for a pur- 
pose ; and there they'll stay until that purpose have 
come to pass. I've knowed this sort of thing to hap- 
pen afore. I was once aboard of a brig called the Black 
Snake, hailin' from Liverpool, and tradin' between the 
West Injies and the Guinea coast. We'd made a fine 
run across from Barbadoes, and was within a week's 
run of the Old Calabar river when it fell calm with 
us, just as it have done now. 

" There wasn't nothing the matter with none of us at 
the time ; but a'ter we'd been becalmed about a week 
— which, let me tell ye, mates, ain't nothing so very 
much out of the common in them latitoods — the sec- 
ond mate fell sick, and took to his bunk. He hadn't 
been there not two hours when somebody sings out as 
there was a shark under the counter ; and we goes to 
work to try and catch him. But, mates, he wasn't to be 
caught, though we tried him all ways, even to pitchin' 
the bait right down atop of his ugly snout. Mind you, 
he was ready enough to swaller as much pork as ever 
we chose to give him, so long as there wasn't no hook 
in it ; but if there was a hook buried in it he wouldn't 
so much as look at it. 

" Well, we was obliged to give it up at last ; and as 
we was haulin' in the line and unbendin' the hook I 
heard the chief mate say to the skipper : 

"'That settles poor Hobbs' hash, anyhow!* 
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"'How d'ye mean?' says the skipper, short and 
angry-like. 

" ' Why/ says the mate, ' I means that Hobbs won't 
get better, and that shark knows it. He's just waitin' 
for him ! ' 

" ' Oh, nonsense,' says the skipper ; ' I'm surprised, 
Mr. Barker, to hear a hintelligent man like you sayin' 
such things.' 

" And he marches off down below, and goes into the 
second mate's cabin to see how the poor chap was get- 
tin' on. About twenty minutes a'terwards he comes 
up on deck again, and tells the mate as poor Mr. 
Hobbs have got the yaller fever. And, mates, I takes 
notice that the skipper weren't just then lookin' so 
extra well hisself. About a hour a'terwards he goes 
below again ; and by and by the steward comes for'- 
ard, lookin' pretty frightened, I can tell ye, and says 
as the skipper is sick, too. 

" * I wonder whether there's a shark come for him, as 
well as for the second mate,' says one of the men, 
jokin' like. ' Run aft, steward,' says he, ' and look over 
the taflrail, and see.' 

" The steward did as he was told ; and presently he 
comes for'ard again, as white as a ghost ; and : 

"' There's two of 'em now,' says he. And sure 
enough, shipmates, when we went aft and had a look 
for ourselves, there was two sharks just playin' about 
under the starn, scullin' here and there, lazy-like, but 
never goin' very far away. 

" I told the mate of this, and p'inted out the brutes to 
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him ; but he didn't seem a bit put out by it ; he just 
laughed and said : 

"'Then the skipper's goose is cooked, too; and I 
shall have to take charge of the ship myself ! ' 

" And, as he said it, mates, you may believe me or 
not, as you like, but up comes a third shark, and jines 
company with the two that was standin' off and on. 

" ' Hillo ! * says the mate, now lookin' frightened 
enough ; ' what's the nieanin' of this here, I wonder ? 
Three of 'em,' he says ; ' one for Hobbs, and one for 
the cap'n : but who's the third one a'ter ? ' 

" Mates, what I'm goin' to tell you is as true as that 
I'm sittin' here on this here thwart : the mate was 
took ill that very night ; and the next day he follered 
poor Mr. Hobbs and the skipper over the rail ; and 
then the three sharks left us. And a week later the 
brig went ashore on the coast, about the middle of as 
dark a night as ever you see, and me and two more was 
all as managed to reach the sand-hills alive." 

This weird story, told with all the impressiveness of 
a man who knew himself to be speaking the truth — 
emphasized as it was by. the persistent presence of 
those two remorseless brutes under our own stern, — 
affected the listeners powerfully ; and at its close there 
was not one of us, I will venture to say, but was firmly 
convinced that at least two of our party were doomed. 

We continued pulling to the eastward until nearly 
midnight that night, relieving each other at the oars 
at short intervals, when, suddenly, one of the men — 
Peter Green by name — dropped his oar and, with a 
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choking 1 cry, rolled off his thwart and fell prone into 
the bottom of the boat. His place was immediately 
taken by another; but within a quarter of an hour this 
man, too, was obliged to give up ; and so, one after the 
other, they all succumbed, until only Dumaresq and 
myself were left ; and we had not been tugging at the 
oars five minutes when the Frenchman cried : 

" It is no good, mon ami ; I am ' gastados,' as the 
Spaniards say ; I am expended, worn out 1 " He rose 
to his feet ; staggered heavily aft, and sank down in 
the stern-sheets with a groan and a gasping cry of : 

"Water! water! For the love of God give me a 
mouthful of water, or I shall die! " 

The poor fellow had, of course, been receiving the 
same allowance as the rest of us ; and the small quan- 
tity of putrid fluid now remaining in the bottom of our 
breaker was of such priceless value that I could not 
give him any more without inflicting a grievous injus- 
tice and injury upon the rest ; nevertheless, I could not 
sit there and see him die ; so I drew a single allow- 
ance from the cask — explaining to the men as well as 
my own parched throat would allow, that I would 
forego my own allowance next time that it was due — 
and, raising his head, I poured it into his mouth, bit- 
terly grudging him every drop, I am ashamed to say, 
as I did so. There was only enough to just moisten 
his cracked lips and his dry, black tongue ; but, such 
as it was, it seemed to revive him somewhat, and, 
squeezing my hand gratefully, he settled himself more 
comfortably on the thwart, and presently appeared to 
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sink into a state of semi-unconsciousness that perhaps 
partially served in place of sleep. 

I would gladly have followed his example if I could, 
but it was impossible. My stubborn constitution 
seemed to defy the destructive wear and tear of pro- 
longed hunger and thirst ; but my sufferings were be- 
yond the power of language to pourtray ; my craving 
hunger was so intense that I believe I could have 
eaten and enjoyed any food, however revolting, could 
I but have obtained it ; while my thirst was so over- 
powering that it was with the utmost difficulty I com- 
bated the temptation to open a vein and moisten my 
parched and burning tongue and throat with my own 
blood. Equally difficult was it to resist the temptation 
to take a long, cool, satisfying draught of the salt 
water that lapped so tantalizingly against the sides of 
the boat, and shimmered so temptingly in the star- 
light all around me ; but I knew what the conse- 
quences of such an act would be, and, by the resolute 
exercise of all the will power remaining to me, I con- 
trived to overcome the longing. Yet so excruciating 
was my torment that I felt I must do something to 
alleviate it, even though the alleviation were to be of 
the briefest. I therefore determined to try an experi- 
ment ; and, stripping off all my clothing, I plunged 
the garments, one by one, into the water alongside, 
until they were saturated ; when I donned them again. 
The cool, wet contact of them with my dry, burning 
skin seemed to afford some relief to my tormenting 
thirst ; and, encouraged by this small measure of suc- 
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cess, I next cut a strip of leather from one of my boots 
and, dividing this into small pieces, I placed them, 
one at a time, in my mouth, masticating them as well as 
I could, and finally swallowing them. It will, perhaps, 
convey to the reader some idea of the intensity of my 
hunger when I say that I actually enjoyed these pieces 
of leather, and that my unendurable craving for food 
was in an appreciable degree appeased by them, to an 
extent sufficient, indeed, to enable me to lie down and 
actually fall asleep. 

I remember that my dreams, that night, were of feast- 
ing and drinking, of a profusion of appetizing viands 
and choice wines spread upon long tables that stood 
under the welcome shadow of umbrageous trees and 
close to the borders of sparkling streams of sweet, 
crystal-clear water ; and when I awoke the sun was 
again rising above the horizon into a sky of fleckless 
blue reflected by an ocean of glassy calm unbroken by 
the faintest discoverable suggestion of a flaw of wind 
anywhere upon its mirror-like surface. My companions 
were also stirring ; some of them contenting themselves 
by merely grasping the gunwale of the boat and so 
raising their bodies that they could look round them 
for a moment, and then sinking back with a moan of 
despair at the sight of the breathless calm and the 
blank horizon, while others — two or three whose 
strength still sufficed for the extra effort — painfully 
raised themselves upon their feet and scanned the 
horizon with a longer and more searching gaze for a 
sail. There was nothing to be seen, however, in the 
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whole visible stretch of the ocean, save the fins of the 
two sharks which haunted us so remorselessly; so, 
with inarticulate mutterings of despair, and hoarse, 
broken curses at the ill-fortune which so persistently- 
dogged us, we prepared to devour our last insignificant 
ration of food and consume the last drops of our 
hoarded water. 

The next minute saw us transformed into a crew of 
furious, raving maniacs ; for— the food and the water 
had both disappeared! the locker forward in which 
our last morsel of meat had been deposited on the pre* 
vious night was empty; the water-breaker was dry! 
some unscrupulous villain, some vile, dastardly thief 
among us had stolen and consumed both! The dis- 
covery of this detestable crime had the temporary effect 
of a powerful restorative upon us ; our furious indigna- 
tion temporarily imbued our bodies with new vigour ; 
and in an instant every man of us was upon his feet 
and glaring round, with eyes ablaze, upon his fellows, 
in search of the criminal. In vain I strove to quell 
the excitement, to stay the clamour, and to restore 
order ; discipline and obedience indeed were at an end, 
distinctions of rank no longer existed, the ordinary 
restraints of civilization were discarded, our frightful 
situation had reduced us to the condition of wild beasts, 
and my entreaties that the matter might be dealt with 
in something like judicial form might as well have 
been urged upon the empty air. 

There was not much difficulty in identifying the 
culprit. He was a Welshman, named Evans, a poor, 
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pitiful, sneaking creature, one of the under-stewards 
belonging to the Manilla, who had systematically 
shirked his share of the work, and done his best to 
evade his share of the hardship from the very first ; 
and although, when taxed with his crime, he at first 
strenuously denied it, his manner belied his words, and 
presently he flung himself upon his knees and — with 
tears and protestations of his inability to resist the 
temptation that had suddenly come upon him — ac- 
knowledged the theft, and abjectly besought our for- 
giveness. I very much doubt whether, in my then 
frame of mind, I could have been induced to forgive 
the miserable creature : but I certainly had no desire 
to inflict any punishment upon him beyond what he 
would derive from my undisguised expressions of con- 
tempt and abhorrence. Not so his more immediate 
companions, however. Evans had no sooner confessed 
than, with a hoarse howl of fury, his self- constituted 
judges whipped out their sheath-knives, while in a 
paroxysm of terror the wretched steward leapt to his 
feet and hastily retreated forward, shrieking for mercy. 
The men followed him ; and ere I could intervene 
there was a scuffle, a rapid rain of blows, a smothered 
groan, a splash alongside, and the next instant the 
Welshman's head reappeared above water, about a 
fathom away from the boat, his face gray and distorted 
with fear, and his skinny hands outstretched in a vain 
endeavour to reach the gunwale of the boat. Then, 
almost in the self -same instant, and before one's bo- 
numbed senses found time to realize the ghastly trag- 
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edy, there was a rapid swirl of water alongside, an 
ear-splitting yell, and the miserable man was dragged 
down, an ensanguined patch in the deep crystalline 
blue, and a few transitory air-bubbles alone marking 
the spot from which he had vanished. Involuntarily 
I glanced astern. There was but one shark's fin now 
visible ! 

" Shame upon you, men ; shame upon you ! " cried I, 
emerging from the temporary trance of stupefaction 
which seemed to have seized me while this frightful 
tragedy was in progress. " You have taken a human 
life, and branded yourselves as murderers. And for 
what ? Simply because that poor craven of a fellow 
appropriated a small morsel of putrid meat and a few 
drops of disgusting liquid that, evenly divided among 
you all, could have done you no appreciable good. 
At most, it could but have prolonged your lives an 
hour or two." 

" Ay, that's just it ! " huskily interrupted one of the 
men. " The meat and the water that we've lost would 
have give us another hour or two of life, and who's to 
say that just that hour or two mightn't have made all 
the difference between livin' and dyin' to us ? If any- 
thing was to happen to drift into view within the next 
few hours, that bit of meat and they few drops of 
water might have give us strength enough to handle 
the oars again and pull far enough to be sighted and 
picked up ; but now we're done for, all hands of us. 
Our strength is gone, and we've nothin' left to give it 
back to us, even if a whole fleet was in sight at this 
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present moment. When that chap stole the last of our 
grub he stole our lives with it. He's the murderer, 
not us, and he deserved what he got ! Oh, my God, 
water ! Give us water, for Christ's sake ! " 

And, throwing up his poor, lean, shrivelled hands 
toward the cloudless sky, with a gesture eloquent of 
frantic, despairing appeal, the poor, tortured creature 
suddenly collapsed and fell senseless athwart the gun- 
wale of the boat, with his arms hanging down into 
the water. We dragged him quickly inboard again, 
but we were not a second too soon, for we had scarcely 
done so when the remaining shark was alongside, glar- 
ing up at us with a look of fell longing in those cruel 
goggle eyes of his, that seemed to say he intended 
to have his prey sooner or later, although we had 
baulked him of it for the present. 

The dreadful exhaustion of reaction from the late 
excitement now seized upon the rest of us, and one by 
one we wearily sank down again into our respective 
places in the boat. Then I told the men by what 
means I had obtained temporary relief during the 
night, advising them to try the same method, and 
presently we were all sitting in our wet clothes, raven- 
ously chewing away upon strips of our shoe leather. 
But nobody thought of again having recourse to the 
oars ; indeed our strength had now so completely melt- 
ed away that I doubt very much whether a single man 
in the whole of that boat's company — saving, perhaps, 
myself — could have laid out an oar unaided. 

The blazing hot, breathless day lagged slowly along, 
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every hour seeming to spin itself out to a more intoler- 
able length than the last, and with every moment our 
suffering grew more nearly unbearable, until toward 
evening I seemed to be going mad, for the most fan- 
tastic ideas went crowding through my whirling brain, 
and I now and then caught myself muttering the most 
utter nonsense, now laughing, now weeping and moan- 
ing like a child. Anon I found myself kneeling in the 
stern-sheets and supporting my body upon one arm 
as I gesticulated with the other while apostrophizing 
that demon shark — or were there two of them again, 
or three ? I remember laughing to myself uproari- 
ously, noticing at the same time, with a sort of won- 
der, what a wild, eldrich, jibbering laugh it was, at 
the thought of how those sharks — yes, there were 
three ; I was certain of it — would jostle and hustle 
each other, in their greedy haste to get at me, were I 
to simply stand up and topple over the gunwale into 
the water. And how easily — how ridiculously easily 
— I might do it too. I laughed again at the absurdity 
of taking so much trouble and enduring such frightful 
extremity of suffering to preserve a life that might be 
so readily got rid of, and wondered dully why I had 
been so foolish as to go through it all when it might 
be put an end to in a single momeut. Why, I asked 
myself, should I remain any longer in the boat with 
that great, red, flaming eye staring so mercilessly 
down upon me out of that brazen sky, when the laugh- 
ing blue water smiled so temptingly up into my eyes 
and wooed me to its cool embrace ? There would be 
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no more hunger and thirst down there, no relentless 
sun to torment me century after century by darting 
his fiery beams down upon my uncovered head and 
through my hissing, seething brain. A plunge, and 
all my miseries would be at an end. I would make 
that plunge ; I would seek those cool, cerulean depths ; 
I would — Ah! I had forgotten you, you devils! 
What! are you waiting for me? Are you growing 
impatient ? How many of you are there ? One, two, 
three, four — stop, stop. I cannot count you if you 
swarm around the boat in that unseemly fashion! 
Why, there are hundreds of you, thousands, millions ! 
The sea is black with you ! Tour waving fins cover 
the ocean to the farthest confines of the horizon! 
And you are all waiting for me ! Very well, then, I 
shall disappoint you. I shall — 

When I recovered from my delirium it was night. 
The stars were shining brightly, and the air was de- 
liciously cool after the scorching heat of the day. 
Strange to say, I no longer felt hungry. The craving 
for food was gone, but its place was more than sup- 
plied by an increased agony of thirst which seared 
my vitals as with fire. My lips were dry and cracked ; 
my tongue felt shrivelled and hard in my mouth. I 
tried to speak to Dumaresq, who was lying in the bot- 
tom of the boat with his glazed eyes turned up at the 
stars, but I could give utterance only to a husky, hiss- 
ing sound. There was no movement on the part of 
any of the forms that were dimly discernible, huddled 
up in the bottom of the boat. Whether they were 
14 
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dead or only asleep I knew not, nor cared. Life and 
everything connected with it had lost all interest for 
me. I was dying. I knew it, and longed only for the 
end to come that I might be delivered out of my 
misery. With inexpressible pain I raised myself to 
my knees to take one more last look round, lest per- 
adventure a sail should by some miraculous interposi- 
tion of Providence have drifted within our ken, but 
there was nothing. There could be nothing while that 
murderous calm lasted. I felt the old delirium re- 
turning upon me ; it was rioting within my brain. 
Strange forms and hideous shapes floated around me. 
The dead steward climbed in over the gunwale and 
stood in the eyes of the boat, denouncing us as mur- 
derers and calling curses down upon us. Then the 
scene changed. A glorious light shone round about 
us ; soft strains of sweetest music came floating to us 
across the placid waters ; delicious perfumes filled the 
air. There was a gentle murmuring sound as of a soft 
wind among trees and a gentle tinkling as of a run- 
ning stream. Then my brain seemed to burst. I was 
dimly conscious that I was falling backward, and I 
knew no more. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

CAPTAIN BENOUP 

TI7HERE was I ? What was this darksome, foul, and 
' ' evil-smelling place ? Who was that forbidding- 
looking individual sitting there smoking under that 
swaying, smoky, dimly -burning, miserable apology for 
a lamp ? And, finally, what had happened that my 
limbs should feel heavy as lead, and that I should 
be too weak to turn upon my cruelly-hard, box-like 
pallet? 

Such were the questions that slowly and laboriously 
formed themselves within my mind when I at length 
awoke from that state of blessed unconsciousness 
which I had believed to be death. For some time I 
lay painfully revolving these questions in my mind, 
groping about for information in a sort of dim, mental 
twilight, so obscure that I was not even certain of my 
own identity. Gradually, however — very gradually, 
—the twilight brightened with returning life and rea- 
son, and I found myself beginning to identify my sur- 
roundings. I became conscious of a rhythmical rising 
and falling and swaying movement, accompanied by 
a creaking, grinding sound, and the wash and gurgle 
of water outside the planking that formed two of the 
three walls of the triangular apartment in which I 
found myself, and I somehow recognized these move- 
ments and sounds as familiar. Then I heard a voice 
at some distance, shouting something that I could not 
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distinguish, answered by two or three voices almost 
immediately overhead. There was a noise of ropes 
being thrown down upon planking, and a further outcry 
of voices, accompanied by a creaking sound and the 
flapping of canvas. And then it suddenly dawned upon 
me that I was lying in a bunk in a ship's forecastle, 
and that the forbidding-looking stranger must be one 
of the crew. 

But why was it, I asked myself, that this man was a 
stranger to me ? Why, indeed, was it that all my sur- 
roundings were strange to me ; for I could not recall 
that I had ever seen any of them before ? And then, 
as I lay puzzling over this perplexing problem, the 
past gradually unfolded itself before me ; first of all 
confusedly, as one recalls the images and incidents of 
an imperfectly remembered dream, and then more 
clearly, until it had all come back to me in the fulness 
of its hideous reality. I recollected everything, my 
memories beginning, strangely enough, as I think, 
with the incidents of my earliest childhood, and gradu- 
ally extending through the years until I arrived at the 
incident of the burning Indiaman, the boat voyage, 
the pursuit of the strange ship, the gale, and our sub- 
sequent sufferings from thirst and starvation. And, 
as the remembrance of the final horrors of that awful 
experience returned to me, my thirst seemed to return 
with it, and I cried aloud for water, feeling surprised, 
as I did so, to find that my voice had returned to me, 
and that my throat, tongue, and lips, although still 
very sore and painful, were no longer dry and hard 
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as they had been when I was last conscious of any- 
thing. 

The repulsive - looking* individual, apparently the 
sole occupant of the forecastle except myself, at once 
rose from the chest upon which he was sitting, and ap- 
proached my bunk, bending over and peering down 
into my face. 

" Aha ! my frien' ! " he exclaimed, in a strong French 
accent ; " so you have come to life again, have you ? 
Bon ! zat is grand ; ze capifcaine he vill be rejoice to 
hear ze news ; for he say, ven ve pull you up out of ze 
bateau, ' Aha! here is von fine fellow ; he mus' be tres 
fort ven he is veil ; ve mus' try to save him ; he vill be 
more useful in our — vat you call, eh? — gaiUard (Savant, 
dan in ze stomach of ze shark ! ' Tou vant vattare, 
eh? Bon! plenty vattare here, mon ami; plenty 
provision, too ; you not starve no more ; you lie still 
in ze bonk, and I shall bring you all t'ings necessaire to 
make you veil, promptemeni" 

So saying, he went to the other end of the forecastle, 
and producing a large, rusty, tin can, and an equally 
rusty, and woefully battered tin pannikin, poured out 
a draught, which he brought to me, and, supporting 
my head upon his shoulder, held to my lips. I had an 
opportunity to take a good look at him now, as he 
bent his face close to mine, and, so far as I could see 
by the dim light of the forecastle, his repulsiveness of 
appearance was due rather to the filthy condition of 
his person and clothing than to the expression of his 
countenance ; for although his skin was dark with ac- 
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cumulated grime, his long whiskers, moustache, and 
black greasy locks matted and unkempt, and his 
features frightfully scarred with small-pox, there was a 
genial, mirthful sparkle in his coal-black eyes that 
somewhat favourably impressed me. 

The draught which he offered me was deliciously 
cool and refreshing ; being composed of water strongly 
dashed with a crude, sour sort of wine. I swallowed it 
at a gulp, and was about to put a few interrogations to 
my new friend, when, from the bunk adjoining my own, 
there arose a feeble cry that I identified as the voice 
of Dumaresq ; and my grimy nurse, gently laying my 
head back upon the pillow, at once hurried away to 
attend to his other patient. I heard a few low-mur- 
mured words from Dumaresq, followed by a reply 
from the unprepossessing unknown, and then I fell 
into a delightfully refreshing, dreamless slumber. 

When I next awoke it was night, for I could just catch 
a glimpse of a narrow strip of star-lit sky swinging to- 
and-fro athwart the open scuttle communicating with 
the deck, in unison with the pendulum - like roll of the 
ship. There appeared to be a fine breeze blowing, for 
the vessel was heeling strongly ; the thunder of the wind 
in the sails, and the piping of it through the taut rigging 
came down through the scuttle with a pleasant, slum- 
berous sound, and the roar of the bow- wave, close to my 
ear, with the quick, confused swirl and gurgle of water 
along the planks, assured me that the ship was mov- 
ing at a tolerably rapid rate. The ever-burning lamp 
still swung from its blackened beam, its yellow flame 
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wavering hither and thither in the eddying draught 
of wind that streamed down through the scuttle, and 
its fat, black smoke coiling upward in fantastic wreaths 
until it was lost in the darkness among the beams. 

A figure— a slumbering figure — still occupied the 
chest, and mistaking it at first for my grimy unknown 
friend, I called to him, for I felt both hungry and 
thirsty. He was evidently not sleeping very heavily, 
for he awoke at my first call and came to the side of 
my bunk ; but I at once perceived that it was not the 
man I had before seen ; this fellow's voice and manner 
were surly in the extreme, and as he bent over me he 
gruffly demanded, in a scarcely comprehensible French 
patois, what I wanted. I answered, in French, that I 
should like something to eat and drink ; whereupon he 
produced, from a sort of cupboard in the darkest 
corner of the forecastle, a bowl and a large can of soup, 
together with a wooden tray of flinty biscuit and an old 
iron spoon. Pouring a liberal quantity of the soup into 
the bowl, and plunging the spoon into it, he handed 
it to me, placed the bread barge within my reach, 
and again composed himself to sleep. The soup was 
quite cold, and its surface was covered with floating 
lumps of congealed grease ; nevertheless, after reject- 
ing the grease, I consumed the whole of the soup, 
together with about half a biscuit, and felt very much 
the better for it. By and by the watch was called. I 
heard the men swarming up from the 'tween-decks 
abaft the forecastle; and presently my pock-marked 
friend of the repulsive countenance but kindly eye, 
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descended, into the forecastle to the relief of the surly 
dog who had handed me the soup. I thought this 
would be a good opportunity to learn something with 
regard to the character of the craft on board which I 
found myself, and also to obtain an insight into the 
circumstances under which we were picked up. I 
therefore proceeded to put a few questions to the new 
comer, by means of which I elicited the following in- 
formation from him. 

The vessel which had picked us up was the privateer 
schooner, Jean Bart, of Morlaix, commanded by Cap- 
tain Henri Renouf, an exceptionally brave and skilful 
seaman, it would appear, if the story of his successes, 
as told by Rene Ollivier, was to be believed. Indeed, 
if I understood the guileless Ren6 aright, it was 
chiefly, if not wholly due to these successes, or rather 
one result of them, the extreme short-handedness of the 
Jean Bart, caused by the losses sustained in her recent 
engagements, that Captain Henri Renouf had troubled 
himself to rescue us in the first place, and afterwards to 
issue orders that every effort should be made to restore 
us to health and strength ; it being his intention to 
make good some of his losses by enrolling us as 
members of his crew. A little further questioning on 
my part resulted in the discovery that we had been 
picked up some four hours previously to my return 
to consciousness ; our boat having been sighted right 
ahead at daybreak after the springing up of the breeze 
that had followed a period of calm of unprecedented 
duration in the experience of those on board the Jean 
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Bart. Eight of us had been found in the boat, of 
whom six still exhibited some faint signs of life, and 
these six had been domiciled in the schooner's fore- 
castle, and simply placed in charge of two of the 
crew— the vessel not carrying a surgeon — to recover or 
not as fate might decide. Upon learning from my 
friend Rene the date upon which we had been picked 
up, I made a little calculation, by which I arrived at 
the conclusion that I must have lain absolutely uncon- 
scious in the boat something like thirty hours, during 
which one of our number had mysteriously dis- 
appeared, probably by jumping overboard in a fit of 
delirium. 

During my conversation with Ollivier, Dumaresq 
awoke and joined in ; upon which, assisted by the repul- 
sive-looking but really sympathetic French seaman, I 
contrived to get out of my bunk and reach a chest 
alongside Dumaresq's bunk ; and I was much gratified 
to find that the gallant young fellow, although still 
terribly weak, was making satisfactory progress. Fur- 
ther research resulted in the discovery that those 
saved from the gig were, in addition to Dumaresq and 
myself, Tom Hardy, Peter Green, Henry Anstey, and 
Philip Sendell; all four of whom were thorough 
staunch British seamen, who, except when driven mad 
by hunger and thirst, were to be implicitly depended 
upon. 

It was a very great relief to me to find that so many 
of us had survived ; for, apart from other considera- 
tions, I foresaw that, if Captain Renouf s intentions 
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towards us were such as Ollivier had stated them to be, 
complications were likely to arise of such a character 
that the strongest possible mutual support would be 
necessary to enable us to face them. The paere fact 
that this fellow, Eenouf, had in so off-handed a man- 
ner arranged the destinies of six of his fellow- 
creatures, without even the formality of consulting 
them in the matter, rendered me exceedingly uneasy ; 
such a proceeding seeming to indicate a headstrong, 
overbearing, exacting character, with which it would 
be exceedingly difficult to deal. Of course, so far as 
Dumaresq was concerned, the arrangement was not so 
objectionable ; he would probably be quite willing to 
work his passage to the next port. But with us who 
were English it was quite another matter. The worst 
that Eenouf had a right to do was to treat us as 
prisoners of war ; to impress us into an enemy's ser- 
vice would simply be an outrage. Yet it was not in- 
frequently done, not only by the French, but also by 
our own countrymen. Before any further development 
was possible, however, it would be necessary for us to 
become well and strong again ; and there was always 
the hope that before that time should have arrived the 
Jean Bart might fall in with an enemy and be captured. 
This hope, however, was not destined to be fulfilled ; 
and on the third day after the recovery of my senses, 
being once more well and strong enough to move 
about, I determined to take the bull by the horns 
forthwith ; with which purpose I sent a message aft 
by Ollivier to Captain Eenouf, expressing a desire to 
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personally thank him for his rescue of myself and the 
survivors of my boat's crew, and to make arrange- 
ments for obtaining our parole. By way of reply to 
this I received a curt intimation that Captain Renouf 
was in his cabin, and that I was to proceed thereto 
forthwith. 

In response to this summons I at once mounted to 
the deck for the first time, and, flinging a keen, hur- 
ried glance about me, found that I was on board a 
slashing schooner, some fifty or sixty tons bigger than 
the Dolphin. She was a tremendously beamy craft, 
flush-decked fore-and-aft, and was armed with ten 
twelve-pounders in her broadside batteries, with a 
thirty -two-pounder between her masts— a truly formi- 
dable craft of her kind. And it was evident, moreover, 
that she was manned in accordance with her arma- 
ment, for the watch on deck, although I did not stay 
to count them, mustered fully forty men, as ruffianly- 
looking a set of scoundrels as I ever set eyes on. A 
glance over the side showed me that the vessel was a 
regular flier ; for although there was but a moderate 
breeze blowing, and the craft was close-hauled, she 
was going along at a pace of fully nine knots. So 
smart a vessel, so heavily armed and manned, ought 
to have been the pride of her captain ; but I could de- 
tect no traces of any such feeling, her decks being 
dark with dirt, while a general air of slovenliness per- 
vaded the craft from stem to stern. 

I was conducted aft to the companion by Ollivier, 
who whispered to me, just as I was about to descend : 
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" Courage, mon ami I " 

That the man should have deemed such an exhorta- 
tion necessary was the reverse of encouraging, for it 
seemed to indicate that, in his opinion, I was about to 
undergo some more or less trying ordeal, a suggestion 
that only too strongly confirmed my own forebodings. 
If, however, I was about to be involved in a difficulty, 
my first step was, manifestly, to ascertain its nature ; 
so, making my way down the companion ladder, I 
knocked at a door which confronted me, and was im- 
mediately bidden, in French, to enter. 

Turning the handle of the door and flinging it open, 
I obeyed, finding myself in a fine, roomy, well-lighted 
cabin, the beams of which, however, were so low that I 
could only stand upright when between them. The 
place was rather flashily decorated, with a good deal 
of gilding, and several crudely executed paintings in 
the panelling of the woodwork. A large mirror, 
nearly ruined by damp, surmounted a buffet against 
the fore-bulkhead, and the after-bulkhead was deco- 
rated with a trophy composed of swords, pistols, and 
long, murderous - looking daggers arranged in the 
form of a star. A massive mahogany table, occupying 
the centre of the cabin, reflected in its polished depths 
a handsome lamp of white, silvery - looking metal 
that swung in the skylight, and the locker underneath 
the trophy was occupied by a slight, youthful-look- 
ing, sallow-complexioned man, whose well-oiled hair 
clustered in coal-black ringlets all over his small, 
shapely head, while a pair of small, piercing black 
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eyes flashed oat from beneath black eyebrows that 
ran, unbroken, right across the root of the nose, and 
a set of large, even, pearl-white teeth gleamed through 
a well-kept, coal-black moustache and beard. The 
fellow was attired in a showy, theatrical-looking cos- 
tume, consisting of blue cloth jacket, adorned with a 
double row of gilt buttons and a pair of bullion epau- 
lettes upon the shoulders, over a shirt of white silk, 
open at the throat; a sword-belt of black varnished 
leather, fastened by a pair of handsome brass or gold 
clasps, served the double purpose of a support for his 
blue cloth trousers and a receptacle for a pair of pis- 
tols, handsomely mounted in silver. This was, of 
course, Captain Benouf ; and a man who looked like, 
and afterwards proved to actually be, his brother sat 
beside him. This individual I rightly conjectured to 
be the chief mate of the Jean Bart. Both men were 
young, the captain being, perhaps, about four-and- 
twenty, while his brother would be about two years 
younger, and both would have been handsome but for 
the cruel, sinister expression of the eyes. They were 
ocean dandies of the first water; for, in addition to 
their showy garb — that of the junior being similar to 
his captain's, except that the epaulettes were lacking, 
— they both wore gold ear-rings, while several ap- 
parently valuable rings flashed upon the rather dirty 
fingers of the senior officer. 

The pair looked at me intently as I made my bow, 
and, ere I could speak a word, Captain Benouf ac- 
costed me in French. 
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" Well, my good fellow," said he, " pray who may 
you be?" 

"My name is Bowen," I answered. "I am chief 
officer of the British privateer Dolphin, and I was in 
command of the boat, the occupants of which you so 
humanely rescued a few days ago. Permit me, mon- 
sieur, to express to you, without further delay, on 
behalf of myself and my fellow-sufferers, our most 
hearty thanks for — " 

" And, pray, how came you and your fellow-sufferers 
to be adrift in that boat ? " demanded Renouf , un- 
ceremoniously cutting short my expression of thanks. 
I could not help thinking that there was more than 
the suspicion of a mocking sneer in the tone in which 
be uttered the words " you and your fellow-sufferers." 
Moreover there was a distinct air of discourtesy in his 
manner of interrupting me, and a suggestion of an- 
tagonism in his flashing eyes that put me on my 
guard ; so, curbing a very decided disposition to make 
a resentful retort, I answered : 

" The gig was one of the boats of the late East In 
diaman Manilla, which the Dolphin had recaptured 
from a French privateer named the Tigre, and which 
was afterward set on fire by lightning and de- 
stroyed. I was prize -officer in charge of the J/a- 
nilla at the time ; hence my presence in one of her 
boats." 

" And how came you, sir, to be chief officer on board 
a British privateer ? " now demanded Renouf. 

I could not, for the life of me, comprehend the drift 
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of this question, bat there was no mistaking the inso- 
lent intonation of it. I therefore answered, rather 
haughtily : 

" Pardon me, sir, if I say that I cannot see what 
possible concern a Frenchman can have in such a mat- 
ter as that which you have just referred to." 

" You cannot, eh ? " he retorted, with a sudden flash 
of temper. " Then I will explain to you, my fine fel- 
low. I asked the question because I feel curious to 
know what induced a French citizen to become a rene- 
gade and take up arms against his own country. You 
are a Breton, sir. I recognize you as such by your 
unmistakable dialect. And if I am not greatly mis- 
taken you hail from Morlaix, in the streets of which 
town I am certain I have met that lanky carcase of 
yours hundreds of times. Nay, do not interrupt me ! 
I will not have it — " 

"But I must and will interrupt you, Captain Re- 
nouf," I broke in, despite his efforts to talk me down. 
" What you assert is simply ridiculous, sir. No man 
in his senses would ever mistake my imperfect French 
for Breton or any other dialect than that of an English- 
man. What your motive may be for endeavouring to 
persuade yourself that I am a fellow-countryman of 
your own I cannot guess ; but I reject the sugges- 
tion with scorn. I am an Englishman, as you are cer- 
tainly quite aware, and I insist upon being treated as 
such. It was my intention to have asked parole for 
myself and my four fellow-countrymen ; but with a 
captain possessed of such extraordinary hallucinations 
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it will probably be better for us to remain close pris- 
oners." 

Benouf laughed disdainfully. " I have no doubt," 
said he, "that such an arrangement would suit you 
admirably, but it will not suit me. Now I want you 
to understand me clearly. You and your * four fellow- 
countrymen' are Frenchmen. Tour clumsy attempt 
to pass yourselves off as Englishmen does not deceive 
me for a moment, nor do I believe it has really de- 
ceived that dolt Dumaresq, although he professes to 
have been temporarily taken in by you. You are all 
Frenchmen, however; that fact is indisputable. My 
brother here is as firmly convinced of it as I am ; and, 
as France just now stands in need of the services of all 
her sons, it is my duty to see that you are made to 
serve her, willingly or unwillingly. But let me recom- 
mend you to render your service willingly ; for if you 
do not it will be the worse for you. Now go on deck 
and turn to. And observe, my fine fellow, you will 
do well to recommend your 'four fellow-countrymen,' 
as you are pleased to term them, to commence duty at 
once, and to behave themselves ; for I learn that you 
have great influence with them, and I shall hold you 
responsible for any shortcomings on their part. Now, 
go!" 

"Captain Benouf," answered I, "I have listened to 
you patiently, and I understand that it is your inten- 
tion to compel us five Englishmen to serve on board 
this ship. You can only do this by force, sir, and I 
warn you that if you dare to use force to either of us 
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you shall suffer for it. You are certain to be captured 
by an English ship sooner or later, and the captain of 
that ship will not be slow to amply avenge any vio- 
lence you may be foolhardy enough to resort to in 
your determination to compel five Englishmen to 
serve an enemy of their country." 

" So ! " he ejaculated, starting to his feet in a frenzy 
of passion. " You dare me, do you, you insolent ras- 
cal? Very well. Let us see how far your courage 
will carry you ! " 

He struck a hand-bell furiously, and snouted " Gas- 
par!" 

A man, evidently the steward, promptly made his 
appearance at the cabin door, and responded : 

"Monsieur called?" 

" I did," answered Benouf . " Go on deck and tell 
Pierre to bring three men and some lashing down into 
the cabin." 

The steward disappeared, and, as he did so, Renouf 
whipped a pistol out of his belt and covered me with 
it. 

" Now, Monsieur Englishman, since you insist upon 
being so considered," he said, " if you make the slight- 
est show of resistance I will shoot you through the 
head. Do you comprehend ? " 

" Clearly," I answered. " But as I cannot fight all 
hands single-handed, and as I am not yet tired of my 
life, I shall not resist. You at present have me in your 
power, and, by the exercise of that power, can compel 
me to do your will. But you are laying a heavy debt 
15 
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upon me, Captain Renouf, a debt which I will not fail 
to pay off in full at the earliest opportunity." 

"PoufI" answered he scornfully; "a fig for your 
threats ! I have always been able to take good care of 
myself hitherto, and I doubt not I shall always be 
equally able to do so." 



CHAPTER XVII 

THE TRUE CHARACTER OP THE " JEAN BART" BECOMES 
MANIFEST 

A T this moment Pierre, who turned out to be the 
**■ boatswain of the ship, accompanied by the three 
other men, one of whom carried a length of ratline in 
his hand, came clattering down the companion ladder, 
and entered the cabin. 

" Now, monsieur," continued Renouf to me, " will 
you go on dock and do your duty, or shall these men 
drag you there and compel you to do it by seizing you 
up to the gangway and flogging you into obedience ? " 

" I will obey your orders, Captain Renouf," said I, 
" since you leave no alternative but that of being 
flogged, which I do not choose to submit to. But — " 

" Well, but what ? " sneered Renouf. 

" Nothing at present," answered I, suddenly realiz- 
ing the absurdity as well as the imprudence of con- 
tinuing to threaten while in so utterly helpless a 
condition. 
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" Aha, Monsieur Braggadocio ! " answered Benouf ; 
" so you are coming to your senses already, are you ? 
It is well. Now you are beginning to exhibit a glim- 
mer of common-sense, which I hope will increase with 
reflection, and if it does I doubt not that we shall get 
on well enough together after all ; especially as you 
will find that there is plenty of prize-money to be 
earned on board this ship. Now go forward and tell 
your mates that you have accepted service under me,'* 
and persuade them to do the same. I hope, for your 
sake, that you will have no trouble in so persuading 
them." 

" I go, sir," replied I ; " but I tell you, now, in the 
presence of these men, that I obey you under protest, 
and only because I do not choose to submit to the in- 
dignity of compulsion by mere superior brute force." 

And so saying I turned and left the cabin, being es- 
corted to the deck by Pierre and his three myrmidons. 

I went right forward into the forecastle and, finding 
my fellow -survivors there, told them all that had 
passed in the cabin, at which they expressed the 
utmost indignation ; Dumaresq being as loud as the 
loudest of my companions in his denunciation of 
Benoufs conduct. I let them finish their growl, and 
then said : 

" Weil, lads, I have told you exactly what this fellow 
Benouf said, and how he acted. It is now for you to 
act, each according to what seems best to him ; for al- 
though I have been ordered to persuade you to follow 
my example, I shall do nothing of the sort. Each 
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man must act according to his own judgment, just as I 
did. It did not suit me to submit to the indignity of 
being flogged, and I therefore accepted the only alter- 
native that was left to me, namely, to consent to serve 
aboard this ship. But I did so with several mental 
reservations, the nature of which I will communicate 
to you at some more convenient time." 

As I said this, my gaze involuntarily turned in 
Dumaresq ? s direction. The poor fellow flushed up 
painfully and said : 

"I hope, my dear Bowen, you have no suspicion 
that I will betray to this rascal — whom I blush to 
acknowledge as a fellow-countryman — anything that 
you may choose to say in my presence. Believe me, I 
fully appreciate all the difficulties of your position, 
and can well understand that you have felt yourself 
compelled to yield to circumstances which you found 
it impossible to control. But give me credit for 
believing that your surrender was not the base, uncon- 
ditional surrender of a coward who preferred to turn 
traitor to his country rather than submit to a flogging. 
If I have read your character aright — and God knows 
I have been associated with you under circumstances 
that ought to have given me some insight into it — you 
have yielded to this man Renouf for some ulterior pur- 
pose of your own, which you intend to communicate 
to your comrades at the first fitting opportunity. 
Now, so far as I am concerned, I have not the same 
reasons that you have for objecting to take service in 
this ship, and I shall therefore volunteer. But I want 
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you to understand that the accident of our happening* 
to belong- to two nations, at present unhappily at war 
with each other, is wholly insufficient to lessen in the 
slightest degree the personal friendship I entertain 
for you and these good fellows here, your fellow- 
countrymen. I am your friend and theirs now and for 
ever ; and I want to make it plain to you that, short 
of absolute treachery to my country, you may count 
upon me to stand by you through thick and thin. 
You hesitate, and very rightly, too, to speak of your 
plans before me. It would be no advantage to you, 
and it might be embarrassing to me, were you to dis- 
cuss them in my presence ; but I have so little sym- 
pathy with Captain Renouf in his high-handed method 
of dealing with you that, were I to accidentally become 
acquainted with any portion of your intentions, I 
should feel quite justified in remaining silent about 
them. If the fellow is foolish enough to compel 
you to serve him against your will, he need feel no 
surprise at your taking an early opportunity to free 
yourselves from so galling a yoke. And now, in order 
that I may not be a restraint upon you, I will relieve 
you of my presence by going aft and volunteering. 
But believe and trust in my friendship always, even 
should circumstances assume such a character as to 
suggest a doubt of it." 

So saying, he grasped the hand I offered him, wrung 
it heartily, and sprang up the ladder to the deck. 

As soon as he was gone I translated to my four fel- 
low-prisoners what he had said, and we then resumed 
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our discussion of the situation. I told my companions 
that although I had consented to serve on board the 
Jean Bart, nothing should induce me to take up arms 
against my fellow-countrymen ; that, on the contrary, 
if we should chance to fall in with a British ship, I was 
fully determined, by every means in my power, to frus- 
trate Renouf's intentions, and to hamper and obstruct 
him in every possible way, and at all hazards ; and that, 
if they felt disposed to accept service with a similar 
determination, it would be strange if five resolute, de- 
termined men like ourselves could not do something 
very material toward assisting in the capture of the 
schooner, and the safe lodgment of Monsieur Eenouf 
aboard a British hulk. The men seemed to look at the 
matter in pretty much the same light that I did. They 
recognized, as I did, that Benouf was an unscrupulous 
rascal, likely to hesitate at little or nothing to gain his 
own headstrong will ; they realized the utter futility of 
attempting to resist him, backed as he was by his whole 
crew ; and, finally, they made up their minds to follow 
my example, recognizing me as their actual leader, and 
heartily pledging themselves to be ready to act upon 
my initiative at a moment's notice, and to obey me to 
the death whenever a suitable opportunity should arise 
to translate our somewhat vague plans into action. 

Haviug arrived at this understanding, I went aft and 
informed Captain Benouf that my comrades had con- 
sented, like myself under protest, to serve on board the 
Jean Bart ; whereupon he ironically congratulated me 
upon my success — at which, nevertheless, I could see 
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he was very much pleased — and gave orders that we 
were forthwith to be enrolled in the port watch, under 
his brother. We went on duty within the hour, were 
all placed in the same mess, and slept that night in 
that portion of the 'tween decks devoted to the accom- 
modation of the crew, 

I was called upon to perform the duty of an able sea- 
man ; and ere long it became apparent that, haying 
gained his way with us Englishmen, Renouf was now 
desirous to render our service as pleasant as possible 
to us. We were called upon only to do such work as is 
usually allotted to the highest grade of seamen before 
the mast, and in many ways trifling but none the less 
acceptable indulgences were shown to us. One of our 
duties was, of course, to take our regular trick at the 
wheel, and in this way I soon discovered that we were 
heading for West Indian waters. 

It was on the fifth day after our submission to Benouf 
that, just after breakfast, a sail was made out from the 
masthead, and the schooner's course was at once altered 
with the object of intercepting the strange ship, which 
was steering north. I was full of hope that the craft 
would turn out to be British, in which case there would 
almost certainly be a fight, and an opportunity would 
be afforded me of paying off part of the debt that I 
owed to Monsieur Renouf. But as the two craft neared 
each other, and the stranger's sails, and finally her hull, 
rose above the horizon, I was disappointed to discover 
that she was evidently a foreigner ; and at length, in 
response to an exhibition of the French colours at the 
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schooner's peak, she hoisted the Spanish ensign. Re- 
nouf , however, continued to bear down upon her ; and 
presently the Spaniard, evidently growing alarmed at 
the menacing behaviour of the schooner, put up her 
helm and bore away before the wind, with the unmis- 
takable intention of avoiding us if possible. 

But a cart-horse might as well hope to gallop away 
from, a thorough-bred racer as that ship to outsail the 
Jean Bart. The stranger was clearly a big, lumbering 
merchantman, built for the purpose of stowing the 
greatest possible amount of cargo in a hull of her dimen- 
sions. She had no pretensions whatever to speed, while 
the schooner was, as I have elsewhere said, exception- 
ally fast; it was not wonderful, therefore, that we 
rapidly overhauled her without an effort. 

It was my impression that, as the Spaniard was prob- 
ably homeward bound from that part of the world 
toward which we were steering, Renouf was anxious to 
speak her and obtain what information he could with 
regard to the state of affairs generally in that quarter ; 
and I was therefore not surprised at his persistent pur- 
suit of the ship. But when later on in the day we had 
closed her to within gun-shot distance, and he began to 
fire into her, I certainly thought he was again carrying 
things with rather a high hand, and that, if he was not 
careful, he would probably get himself into serious 
trouble over the affair. Still it was no business of mine. 
The Spaniards, like the French, were at war with us, 
and if they chose to make war upon each other also it 
was not for me to object ; on the contrary, any action 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE TRUE CHARACTER OF THE " JEAN BART " 233 

calculated to produce a feeling of ill-will between the 
two nations could not fail to be of advantage to Great 
Britain. I therefore felt no qualms of conscience what- 
ever when called upon to take my station at one of the 
guns, and did my duty with hearty good- will. 

We continued firing at the Spaniard for about half 
an hour, in a very leisurely way, but with such deliber- 
ate aim that every shot struck her ; and then, without 
firing a shot in return, the great hulking craft shortened 
sail and hove-to. Ten minutes later we, too, were hove- 
to within pistol-shot of the Spaniard's weather quarter, 
and we then had an opportunity to learn, by the gilt 
lettering on her stern, that she was the Santa Theresa, 
of Cadiz. The Jean Barfs three boats were at once 
lowered, and a party of about forty men, armed to the 
teeth, and led by Captain Renouf, his brother Gabriel, 
and young Dumaresq pushed off to take possession. 

I thought this last a most extraordinary proceeding, 
France and Spain being then on friendly terms with 
each other ; moreover, it at once disabused me of the 
impression that it was information only that Kenouf 
was seeking. Still, it was no business of mine ; and 
even had it been, that was certainly not the moment 
for me to interfere, surrounded as I was by some forty 
evil-looking ruffians, fully armed, and the schooner in 
charge of the second mate — the most evil -looking 
scoundrel of the lot, and, moreover, a man who had 
not attempted to conceal the fact that he intensely 
hated the very sight of us Englishmen. 

The boats passed under the Spaniard's stern, and a 
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few minutes later Renouf appeared upon her poop 
with his sword drawn, and waved a signal to Danton 
the second mate ; whereupon a man was sent aloft to 
our royal-yard, with instructions to keep a sharp look- 
out all around the horizon, and to at once report the 
appearance of any strange sail that might perchance 
heave in sight. 

For close upon four hours the two craft remained 
thus hove-to, upon opposite tacks, gradually drifting 
further apart, except when Danton saw fit to fill upon 
the schooner from time to time for the purpose of 
again closing with the Spaniard, never nearing her, 
however, closer than half a mile to leeward ; and dur- 
ing at least two hours of this time not a trace of life 
was to be discovered on board the bigger ship. At 
length, however, a slight movement became observable 
on board the Santa Theresa ; and presently we saw that 
tackles were being got up on the main topmast stay 
and the lower yard-arms. The Spaniard's boats were 
then hoisted out and lowered from the davits, until all 
of them appeared to be in the water, when the long- 
boat was hauled alongside to leeward, abreast the 
main hatchway ; half a dozen men clambered down the 
side into her ; and, after a short interval which was 
probably employed in taking off the hatches, it became 
apparent that they were hoisting cargo up out of the 
Santa Theresa's hold, certain selected bales and pack- 
ages of which were from time to time carefully lowered 
down into the long-boat ; a sight which went far tow- 
ard confirming certain dreadful suspicions that had 
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been slowly taking shape within my mind from the 
moment when I had seen Renouf, with his drawn 
sword, upon the Spanish ship's poop. 

We now once more filled upon the schooner, and 
this time closed the bigger ship to leeward within less 
than a cable's length, when we once more hove-to, 
on the same tack as our neighbour, and a powerful 
tackle was then got up on our lower yard-arm, and an- 
other on the triatic stay. 

By the time that these preparations were complete, 
the long-boat was loaded as deeply as was prudent, 
and she was at once cast off and taken in tow by four 
men in one of the schooner's boats, the next largest of 
the Santa Theresa's boats taking her place, for the re- 
ception of further cargo. The weather was at this 
time quite fine, with a very moderate breeze blowing, 
and so little swell running that it was not worth speak- 
ing about ; yet the long-boat was no sooner fairly in 
tow than it became apparent that those in charge of her 
were in difficulties ; and, but for the prompt measures 
taken by Danton, she would have missed the schooner 
altogether and gone wallowing away to leeward. With 
our assistance, however, she was got alongside, after a 
fashion, and brought to the schooner's lee gangway, 
when it became apparent that those in charge of her 
were so helplessly drunk that they could hardly stand. 
Yet, somehow, they managed, with assistance, to clam- 
ber up our low side and reach the deck ; when, as well 
as their drunken state would allow, they forthwith pro- 
ceeded, in ribald language, to entertain their more 
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sober shipmates with a tale of gross, wanton, cruel 
outrage, perpetrated on board the Spaniard, that made 
my blood boil with indignation, and caused me, thick- 
skinned sailor as I was, to blush at the thought that 
the perpetrators were, like myself, human. I noticed 
that Danton listened with greedy ears to the foul re- 
cital ; and by and by, when the long-boat's cargo had 
been roused out of her and struck down our main 
hatchway, he turned the schooner over to the carpen- 
ter, and, taking four fresh and sober hands with him, 
proceeded on board the Santa Theresa, leaving the four 
drunken ruffians behind. 

Shortly after the departure of the long-boat, one of 
the cutters came drifting down to us, loaded to her 
gunwale, and the four intoxicated scoundrels in charge 
of her amply verified the revolting story told by their 
predecessors, adding such details as abundantly con- 
firmed my suspicions that the Jean Bart was no priva- 
teer, but an out-and-out pirate of the deepest dye. 
Their tale so inflamed the sober portion of our crew, 
who had remained on board the schooner, that at one 
moment it looked very much as though they were 
about to throw off all the trammels of discipline and 
obedience, and proceed forthwith on board the Span- 
iard, to participate in the saturnalia still in progress 
there ; and it was only by the production of a lavish 
allowance of rum, and a promise from the carpenter 
that they should all have their turn on board the 
doomed ship, that they could be restrained from heav- 
ing the cutter's cargo overboard — instead of hoisting 
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it out and passing it down the hatchway,— seizing the 
boat, and proceeding on board the Spaniard en masse. 

As for me, it may be imagined what a raging fever 
of indignation and fury I was thrown into by what I 
had heard ; and it was made all the more unendurable 
by the circumstance that I was utterly powerless to 
interfere. For what could I and my four fellow- 
countrymen say or do to restrain some eighty lawless 
ruffians animated by all the vilest and most evil pas- 
sions that the human breast ever harboured ? Abso- 
lutely nothing ! not even though we should resolve to 
lay down our lives in the attempt. "We might destroy 
some twenty or thirty of the Frenchmen, perhaps, be- 
fore we ourselves went under, but that would in no- 
wise serve the unhappy Spaniards, who would still 
be at the mercy of the ruthless survivors. A 
thousand schemes suggested themselves to me, but 
there was not a practical one among them all, not one 
that offered the remotest prospect of success ; and, 
with a bitter execration at our helplessness, I was at 
length obliged to admit that things must take their 
course, so far as we were concerned. But, although 
helpless to intervene just then, I saw that there was a 
possibility of the Frenchmen's excesses bringing ret- 
ribution in their train. For every man who had thus 
far come from the Spanish ship had been almost help- 
lessly drunk ; and I saw no especial reason why the 
rest should not be in the same condition. And, if they 
were, what might not five resolute, reckless English- 
men be able to do ? 



Digitized by 



Google 



238 THE LOG OF A PRIVATEERSMAN 

I had observed that, when the carpenter found him- 
self compelled to bribe what I may term the sober 
half of the schooner's crew to remain aboard, by pro- 
ducing a quantity of rum, my four English shipmates 
exhibited no backwardness in accepting and swallow- 
ing the very liberal allowance that had been offered to 
them ; I also accepted mine ; and, upon the pretence 
of being thirsty and therefore desiring to add water to 
it, I took it aft to the scuttle-butt, deftly hove the 
spirit overboard, and filling the pannikin with water, 
drank the contents with the greatest apparent gusto. 
And now, as certain vague possibilities began to pre- 
sent themselves to my mind, I contrived to draw 
Hardy, Green, Anstey, and Sendell away from the 
crowd of excited, chattering Frenchmen that swarmed 
in the waist and around the hatchway ; and, getting 
them down into the deserted forecastle, I briefly and 
rapidly explained to them all that I had discovered 
relative to the real character of the Jean Bart and her 
crew, as well as the nature of the doings aboard the 
Spanish ship ; and, having thus wrought them up to 
a proper pitch of indignation, I unfolded to them my 
somewhat hazy plans, and inquired whether they were 
disposed to aid me in them. To my delight, I found 
that they were with me, heart and soul. They had 
never very greatly relished their compulsory service 
aboard the schooner, and now that they were made 
aware of her true character and that of her crew, they 
professed themselves ready and eager to do anything 
I might propose in order to escape the thraldom of a 
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continuation of such service and companionship. 
Whereupon I bade them accept all the drink that 
might be offered them, but to religiously abstain 
from swallowing another drop of it, and to hold them- 
selves in readiness to act under my leadership when- 
ever I might deem that the favourable moment for 
such action had arrived. 



CHAPTEE XVm 

WE TURN THE TABLES UPON MONSIEUR BENOUF 

TT was drawing well on toward sunset when Eenouf, 
-■■ having apparently appropriated all the most valua- 
ble portions of the Spaniard's cargo that he could 
readily lay hands on, began to clear his disorderly 
rabble of a crew out of the ship, sending them aboard 
the schooner, a boat-load at a time, and, to my surprise, 
using the Spanish boats, as well as his own, for this 
purpose. Meanwhile, the stories told by the men 
who had from time to time come from the Spanish 
ship had had the effect of gradually enticing the more 
sober half out of the schooner and on board the Santa 
Theresa, until the Jean Bart had at length been left 
practically in possession of us five Englishmen, and 
some thirty Frenchmen, the whole of whom were 
more or less helplessly drunk. And, this being the 
state of things on board the schooner, it would have 
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been a comparatively easy matter for us five to have 
overpowered the Frenchmen, who were lying or stag- 
gering about the decks, and to have made off with the 
vessel ; but not even to secure our liberty did I con- 
sider that I should have been justified in leaving Ke- 
nouf and the bulk of his ruffians on board the Santa 
Theresa, to wreak his vengeance on the hapless crew 
and passengers. 

At length pretty nearly all the Frenchmen, save 
Benouf, his brother, and some half a dozen more, had 
rejoined the schooner, and I perceived with intense 
satisfaction that, although they were, without excep- 
tion, in an almost helpless state of intoxication, every 
man brought with him at least a couple of bottles of 
wine or spirits ; some men brought as many as half a 
dozen with them ; and, at a hint from mo, Anstey and 
his shipmates zealously assisted in getting these pre- 
cious bottles safely up over the ship's side for their 
owners, who at once took them below and stowed them 
away in their hammocks. Among the earliest of the 
main body of arrivals, so to speak, came Dumaresq ; 
he was perfectly sober, and I was gratified to observe 
that his countenance wore a quite unmistakable ex- 
pression of fiery indignation, in which I thought I 
could also trace indications of horror and disgust. He 
caught my eye for an instant, as he sprang in over the 
rail ; threw up his hands expressively, laid his finger 
on his lips, and vanished below. 

Only the schooner's gig and the Spanish ship's pin- 
nace now remained to join, and I had found time to 
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observe that the latter was being loaded with a num- 
ber of very small but apparently heavy packages, the 
nature of which I shrewdly suspected, for I had seen 
something very like them before. At length the 
operation of loading the pinnace appeared to be com- 
plete. There was a pause of about a quarter of an 
hour, and then the gig started for the schooner, with 
the pinnace in tow. As soon as I saw these two boats 
coming I directed my four shipmates to go below and 
turn into their hammocks, as at least half the French- 
men had done, and to remain there, if possible, until 
I should call them, at the same time warning them not 
to touch a drop of liquor, as they valued their lives. 
In a few minutes the two boats were alongside, and I 
saw that my suspicion as to the nature of the small 
packages was correct. There were just forty of them, 
weighing about one hundred pounds each ; each pack- 
age was carefully sewn up in raw hide, and I knew that 
these small but exceedingly heavy packages were so 
many gold ingots ! So the Jean Bart had made a very 
handsome haul, apart from the probably valuable bales 
that had come up out of the Spaniard's hold. As 
Eenouf and his brother came up over the side I ob- 
served that their faces were flushed, as with excitement, 
or wine, or both, and their voices were thick and husky, 
but neither of them was what might be called intoxi- 
cated. As they turned to go aft to the cabin the 
brothers glanced at the Spanish ship, and the elder 
gave utterance to a brutal jest that made my hands 

tingle to take him by the throat and heave him over- 
16 
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board. But I seldom permit my passion to conquer 
prudence, and I allowed him to go, promising myself 
that his unhappy victims should be amply avenged in 
due time. Alas ! even then I did not know the full 
measure of the villain's infamy, or I should have cast 
prudence to the winds, and dared everything for im- 
mediate freedom of action. They went below for a 
few minutes, and then returned to the deck to watch 
the trans-shipment of the gold, standing close to the 
gangway, and execrating in unmeasured terms the in- 
capacity of the drunken mob who were performing 
the operation. For my own purpose I also assumed 
the demeanour of semi-intoxication, and accordingly 
came in for my full share of abuse. The gold, as it 
was hoisted on deck, was passed down into the cabin, 
and when it had all been got safely aboard the 
schooner, the pinnace was passed astern and made fast 
to the rest of the Spanish boats, when, to my astonish- 
ment, we filled and made sail with the Santa Theresa's 
boats in tow ! 

For some time I was puzzled to divine what could 
possibly be Benoufs motive in taking away the Span- 
ish boats, for they could be of no use or value what- 
ever to us. There was no room for them on deck or 
at the schooner's davits, and I could hardly imagine 
that a man like Kenouf would seriously contemplate 
the idea of attempting to tow them across the Atlantic. 
It was while I was marvelling at this extraordinary 
eccentricity, as I considered it, that I happened to al- 
low my gaze to rest abstractedly on the Spaniard that 
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still remained hove-to, and as I gazed it dawned upon 
me that a subtle change was taking 1 place in the 
appearance of the vessel. At first I could not sat- 
isfy myself at all as to the nature of the change, 
although I was convinced of its reality, but sud- 
denly I understood it all. The craft was deeper 
in the water than before ; she was gradually, almost 
imperceptibly, settling down, and already the rise and 
fall of her upon the swell was becoming characterized 
by that heavy sluggishness of movement that marks a 
water-logged ship. The scoundrels had scuttled her 
— I could understand it all now — and were taking 
away the boats in order that the miserable passen- 
gers and crew might by no possibility escape to 
tell the tale of Kenouf s piratical behaviour. With 
this conviction strong upon me, I made my way 
below, and at length found Dumaresq, sitting upon 
a chest, with his face buried in his hands, and wearing 
every appearance of the most abject melancholy. 

" Dumaresq," exclaimed I, in a fierce whisper, grasp- 
ing him by the shoulder and shaking him almost sav- 
agely in my agitation ; " rouse yourself, man, and lis- 
ten to me ! I want to ask you a question or two. Tou 
have been aboard the Spanish ship, and were an eye- 
witness, I suppose, of some at least of the deeds of 
Benouf and his crew. I want to hear the particulars, 
as briefly as possible, and I also want to know what is 
your feeling in the matter." 

He removed his hands from his face and looked up 
at me, and even in the dim, uncertain light of the 



Digitized by 



Google 



244 THE LOG OP A PRI V ATEERSMA N 

'tween-decks I conld read the horror, sorrow, and in- 
dignation in his eyes. 

"Bowen, my friend," he replied in low, cautious 
tones, " do not ask me for I cannot tell you ; I could 
not find words to describe the scenes of which I have 
been a helpless, horrified eye-witness this day. Every- 
thing may be summed up in a few words : Renouf and 
his crew are pirates of the most ruthless character ; 
men who absolutely revel in wickedness of the vilest 
description, who take positive delight in inflicting the 
most horrible indignities upon those who unfortunately 
happen ip fall into their power, who gloat over the un- 
availing tears and entreaties of their victims, and who 
scoff at the mere mention of the word * mercy.' Pict- 
ure to yourself the very worst that you have ever heard 
or read of piratical atrocities, and you will be able to 
arrive at a very accurate conception of the horrors of 
which that unfortunate ship was the theatre to-day. 
And I, my friend, I was compelled to look on, power- 
less to mitigate a single horror ; nay, worse, my re- 
monstrances were jeered at, and if I ventured to inter- 
cede in behalf of a victim, some additional insult or 
barbarity was at once inflicted upon the unhappy creat- 
ure. And these are the fiends into whose power we 
have fallen. It would have been a thousand times 
better had we perished in the gig ! " 

" Is that your view of the matter ? " I exclaimed con- 
temptuously. "Then I can only say, Monsieur Du- 
maresq, that I have been mistaken in you. Man, man ! " 
I continued angrily ; " what are you thinking about ? 
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Are you going to crouch here, dumb, abject, and in- 
active, like a whipped hound, instead of bestirring 
yourself and helping me to put an end to the career of 
these fiends and bring them to justice, to say nothing 
of the possibility of saving those unhappy wretches on 
board the Spanish ship, unless I am to understand 
from you that they have all been murdered in cold 
blood ?" 

" No, no, it was not quite so bad as all that," he an- 
swered, looking at me with a bewildered air ; "blood- 
shed there certainly was, and cruel torture to extract 
the secret of the hiding-place of the gold, but no life 
was actually taken, so far as I know. What do you 
mean by your talk of ' saving * the unhappy wreiches 
on board the Spanish ship ? " 

"I mean," said I impressively, "that the ship has 
been scuttled, and is now surely but slowly sinking, 
while Benouf has all her boats in tow, in order that 
there may be no possible chance of escape for anybody 
on board her." 

" Merciful heaven ! it cannot be ! " he exclaimed, 
starting to his feet, and gripping me by the arm. 
" Why, nobody but a fiend incarnate would dream of 
doing such a thing ! " 

"Then," said I, "Benouf is a fiend incarnate; and 
that is an additional reason for putting an end to his 
career at once ; for, as surely as that you are standing 
here, he has not only dreamed of doing such a thing, but 
has actually done it." 

" Horrible, horrible ! " exclaimed Dumaresq, smiting 
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his forehead with his hand as he stared at me, still 
more than half incredulous. "But what can we do, my 
friend ; what can we do ? There are but six of us, at 
most, against more than eighty ! " 

" True," I answered ; " but if each of those six is as 
resolute as I am prepared to be, we may prove sufficient 
for my purpose. Now, listen to me. This is my plan. 
Look around you. There is not a man below here, save 
ourselves, but is nearly or quite helplessly drunk, and 
those on deck are little or no better. Wo must divide 
ourselves into three parties of two each, and each party 
must tackle one of these drunken wretches at a time, 
one of us clapping a gag between his jaws, while the 
other whips a lashing round him, and makes him fast, 
hands and feet. In this way everybody below here may 
be secured. Then, leaving two of our number here to 
deal with any others who may come down, the other 
four must go aft and seize Benouf and his brother ; and 
when we have made them safe, we must tackle Danton. 
This done, our next move must be to get the schooner 
round, and return to the Spanish ship, and while we 
are making our way back we must go round the decks 
with a belaying-pin apiece, and simply knock the senses 
out of all who attempt to oppose us. It will not be a 
difficult matter, for I do not believe that there is a man 
on board, excepting ourselves and perhaps Renouf and 
his brother, capable of taking care of himself." 

" Mon Dieu ! " exclaimed Dumaresq ; " but it is a des- 
perate scheme, and I do not believe that anybody but 
a Briton would have thought of it, much less talked of 
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it so coolly as you have done. But, Bowen, my friend, 
dare we attempt it ? Is there the remotest chance of 
our being successful ? " 

" There is every chance, if we are but resolute," I 
answered, a little impatiently. " But, of course," I con- 
tinued, " you are not called upon to join us if — " 

" Nay, nay," he interrupted, " you shall never say 
that Anatole Dumaresq flinched when desperate work 
had to be done. I am with you, my friend, heart and 
soul. Let me but clearly understand what is to be 
done, and you shall have no chance to say that I did 
not do my fair share. There is my hand upon it." 

I silently grasped his extended hand, and then went 
to the hammocks in which Hardy and his mates were 
pretending to sleep, and told them to tumble out at 
once. This they did, when I explained to them very 
briefly what I proposed to do. Having made my mean- 
ing clear, we rejoined Dumaresq, and without further 
ado the six of us seized a number of jackets, trousers, 
and other clothing that had been hung to the bulkheads 
and beams, and unceremoniously cut them into suit- 
able strips, which we rolled into gags. 

On board the Jean Bart the hammocks were never 
taken on deck, as they are on board a man-o'-war — the 
schooner not being fitted with a hammock-rail, — but 
were simply laced up every morning. Each hammock 
was consequently fitted with a good stout lacing, 
which I thought would admirably serve as a lashing 
for my prisoners. 

Having provided ourselves with as many gags as we 



Digitized by 



Google 



248 THE LOG OF A PBIVATEERSMAH 

could conveniently stow in our pockets, we next sta- 
tioned ourselves in couples alongside three occupied 
hammocks, and while one of the twain loosely and 
quickly passed the lacing" through the eyelet-holes the 
other stood by with the gag, which, at the proper mo- 
ment, was slipped into the victim's mouth and lashed 
securely, the hammock lacing at the same moment be- 
ing hauled taut and made fast ; and in this way each 
prisoner was silently and effectually secured. It took 
the six of us fully twenty minutes to secure everybody 
below — to the number of sixty-three, — as some of them 
had to be gagged first and afterward lashed into their 
hammocks ; but the work was done effectually, noise- 
lessly, and without a hitch, every one of the Frenchmen 
proving to be too completely intoxicated to offer the 
slightest resistance worthy of the name. 

This done, I crept up on deck, staggering and stum- 
bling, with the most vacant expression of face that I 
could assume, and generally imitating, as nearly as I 
could, the gait and appearance of a drunken man, for the 
benefit of whosoever might happen to be in a condition 
to take intelligent notice of me. Eeeling and stagger- 
ing to the forerigging, I clutched at and hung on to a 
belaying-pin, and looked about me fore-and-aft. The 
deck was occupied by some twenty men or so, some of 
whom were asleep in the lee scuppers, while others, in 
little groups of two and three, hung over the bulwarks, 
staring idiotically at the white foam that swept aft 
from the schooner's keen cutwater ; and four, who had 
probably assumed the duty of looking out, staggered 
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and lurched in pairs, holding each other on their legs, 
to-and-fro between the windlass and the forerigging, 
occasionally indulging in an ineffectual attempt to ex- 
change remarks. So far, all was right ; nobody here 
seemed capable of giving us the slightest trouble. In 
fact, discipline was for the time being at an end, law- 
lessness reigned supreme, everybody was his own mas- 
ter, and the schooner was practically left to take care 
of herself. Danton, however, was in charge of the 
deck, and although he was a trifle unsteady in his 
walk, I could see that he had his wits pretty well about 
him and would have to be somewhat carefully tackled 
if we wished to secure him without giving the alarm to 
Kenouf and his brother, both of whom, I took it, were 
below. Astern of us, or rather about a point and a half 
on our starboard quarter, and some four miles distant, 
lay the Spaniard, still hove-to, her brasswork and the 
glass of her skylights and scuttles flashing redly in the 
last rays of the setting sun as she laboured over the 
ridges of the low swell ; and I was both startled and 
horrified to observe how deep she had sunk into the 
water during the comparatively short time that I had 
been below. It was clear enough that if the unhappy 
people aboard her were to be rescued there was not a 
moment to lose ; I therefore staggered aft and, ap- 
proaching Danton with drunken solemnity, touched my 
forehead and, wavering upon my legs and speaking 
thickly, asked him to come for'ard and down below and 
tell me whether he could smell fire. The scoundrel's 
face blanched at the word, as he probably pictured to 
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himself the frightful predicament of all hands — himself 
included — should my suggestion prove true; then, 
without a word, he hastened forward to the hatchway, 
with me at his heels, and went stumbling down the 
steep ladder. As he reached the bottom I flung myself 
upon him, clasping him round the body and arms, and 
lifted him off his feet, at the same time singing out to 
Hardy to gag him ; and in another minute we had him 
securely bound, hand and foot, and lashed hard and 
fast into a hammock. 

" So far, well ! " I exclaimed, as I dragged him un- 
ceremoniously away to a dark corner. " We have now 
but to secure Renouf and his brother, and the schooner 
is ours. Hardy, Green, and Sendell, come you aft 
with me, providing yourselves with a belaying-pin 
each on the way ; and you, Anstey, will keep Mr. 
Dumaresq company on deck, mounting guard over the 
companion, to prevent anyone going below, or to 
knock down and secure anyone who may escape us 
and attempt to reach the deck. Our duty is very sim- 
ple ; four of us will enter the cabin ; and while Hardy 
and I attempt to secure Kenouf and his brother, the 
other two will stand by to assist, in the event of either 
of us becoming disabled by a pistol bullet. Come 
along, my hearties." 

So saying, I led my little party aft. At the head of 
the companion ladder Dumaresq and the man Anstey 
came to a halt, the former engaging the drunken 
helmsman in conversation, while the remaining four of 
us stole down the ladder, bare-footed, and noiseless as 
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cats. I had already mentally arranged my method of 
procedure; so, whispering to Hardy that he was to 
tackle the chief mate, while I would look after Renouf, 
I boldly knocked at the cabin door. A command to 
enter, given in rather a drowsy, peevish tone of voice, 
was the immediate response, whereupon I flung open 
the door and passed into the cabin, closely followed by 
Hardy. 

Renouf and his brother occupied a locker each on 
opposite sides of the cabin ; and it was quite apparent 
that they had both been indulging in a nap, which I 
had rudely broken in upon. They were in the act of 
changing from a reclining to a sitting posture, yawn- 
ing and stretching as they did so, when I entered the 
cabin. 

" Captain Benouf," began I, as I advanced toward 
him, " I have taken the liberty to — " 

My little ruse was, however, unavailing; the ruf- 
fian seemed to instinctively and immediately divine 
my purpose, and in a flash he had whipped a pistol 
and a long knife — the blade of which I noticed was 
smeared with blood — from his belt, and levelled the 
former straight at my head. There was no need for 
further words between us, nor was there time for hesi- 
tation ; so, quickly ducking my head, I sprang upon 
him like lightning, and seized him by both wrists at 
the very instant that his pistol exploded, the bullet 
grazing the left side of my head, and neatly clipping 
off a lock of my hair. The fellow was as lithe as an 
eel in my hands, and made the most desperate efforts 
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to stab me with his long, murderous-looking knife ; but 
I had him fast in so powerful a grip that, after a furious 
struggle of a few seconds, he dropped both his weapons 
with a gasp of pain, my clutch having, as it presently 
appeared, forced both his wrists from their sockets. To 
snatch the remaining pistol from his belt with my right 
hand, while I shifted the grip of my left to his throat, 
was the work of but a single instant ; and I then 
turned to see how Hardy was faring with his antago- 
nist. He had apparently been less fortunate than my- 
self, for his cheek was laid open by a long gash from 
the chief mate's knife, which, even as I turned my 
head, again descended and buried itself in Hardy's 
shoulder. The smart of this second wound seemed to 
fairly rouse my shipmate, and before I could do any- 
thing to help him his ponderous fist darted out with 
the force of a six-pound shot, catching the miserable 
Corsican fair in the centre of the face and dashing him 
backward, with ,a shriek of pain, across the table. 
This blow settled the affair ; there was no more fight 
left in either of the brothers — indeed I had uncon- 
sciously gripped my prisoner's throat so tightly, while 
watching the termination of the struggle between the 
other two, that his tongue and eyeballs were protrud- 
ing, and he was already going black in the face. So 
we securely pinioned the precious pair, lashing their 
arms and legs together, and, bundling each into his 
own cabin, locked the doors, the keys of which I 
slipped into my pocket. This done, I helped myself, 
from the trophy upon the after-bulkhead of the cabin, 



Digitized by 



Google 



"hardy's ponderous fist darted out with the force of a 
six-pound shot." 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE FATE OF THE "SANTA THERESA " 253 

to weapons enough for our entire party ; found Gas- 
par, the steward, in his pantry, where I lashed him 
fast and locked him in ; and then the four of us hast- 
ened on deck to ascertain what effect, if any, had been 
produced by the pistol-shot fired in the cabin upon the 
small residue of the crew who had not yet utterly suc- 
cumbed to the stupefying influence of their immoder- 
ate potations. 



CHAPTER XIX 

THE FATE OF THE " SANTA THERESA " 

UPON rejoining Dumaresq, I learned from him that 
the pistol-shot fired in the cabin had attracted 
only the most casual and momentary notice of the few 
Frenchmen on deck; the majority of them, indeed, 
scarcely rousing themselves sufficiently to do more 
than merely turn their heads to send a single inquir- 
ing glance aft. This was good news, as, although the 
schooner was now to all intents and purposes our own, 
there were few enough of us to navigate her, and I 
was most anxious that those few should not be weak- 
ened by possible injuries in a struggle to secure full 
and complete possession. That full and complete pos- 
session, however, it was absolutely necessary to secure 
at once, if anything was to be done toward rescuing 
the unhappy Spaniards on board the fast-sinking 
Santa Theresa ; so Dumaresq and I went forward and, 
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by dint of a little good-humoured force, succeeded in 
persuading- the remainder of the Frenchmen to go be- 
low, where we secured them without much difficulty. 
This done, we at once brought the schooner to the 
wind, and proceeded to beat up toward the Spanish 
ship, which we could just make out in the rapidly 
deepening dusk of the tropical evening. I carefully 
noted her bearing and distance ; and then, Dumaresq 
taking the wheel, the rest of us went to work to make 
our prisoners permanently secure. Fortunately for 
us, Renoufs foresight enabled us to do this very ef- 
fectually, he having apparently recognized that cir- 
cumstances might possibly arise rendering it import- 
ant that he should possess the means to reduce a large 
number of men to absolute helplessness; for which 
purpose he had provided himself with an ample sup- 
ply of irons, which now proved most useful to us. We 
lost no time in clapping these irons upon the hands 
and legs of the Frenchmen, thus rendering it impossi- 
ble for them to give us the slightest trouble upon their 
recovery from their drunken debauch ; and, having 
made all perfectly secure, our next business was to re- 
store the cook and steward to sobriety, by subjecting 
them to a liberal douche of salt water, and to set them 
to work to prepare us a meal, of which we began to 
feel that we stood in need. 

The task of effectually securing the whole of our 
prisoners occupied a considerable amount of time ; so 
that when it was at length completed to my sat- 
isfaction the night had long since fallen, and we had 
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completely lost sight of the Spanish ship, although 
Dumaresq had kept his eye upon her as long as possi- 
ble. We had brought the schooner to the wind on 
the starboard tack, in the first instance, and we held 
on upon this tack until I found, by means of a simple 
little diagram, drawn to scale upon a piece of paper, 
that we could fetch her on the next tack when we hove 
the schooner round. But my hopes of being able to 
rescue the Spaniards were fast fading away, for the 
wind had evinced a decided disposition to drop with 
the setting of the sun ; and when we at length tacked 
to fetch the spot where we expected to find the Santa 
Theresa, the schooner was going through the water at 
a speed of barely four knots. And, according to my 
reckoning, the ship was just that distance from us ; so 
that it would occupy us another hour to fetch her, 
and I was exceedingly doubtful whether she would re- 
main afloat so long. Indeed, I greatly feared that she 
had foundered already, for the night, although dark, 
was clear. The stars were shining brilliantly from 
zenith to horizon, and it appeared to me that if she 
was still afloat we ought to be able to see the blur of 
her canvas against the sky. But although I searched 
the horizon from broad on the one bow to broad on 
the other, using for the purpose an exceptionally fine 
night-glass that I found in Benouf s cabin, I was un- 
able to make her out. 

Once or twice, it is true, I thought I had caught her 
right ahead, but it unfortunately happened that the 
portion of sky in that quarter was bare of stars over a 
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space very considerably larger than would have been 
covered by the ship's canvas, and consequently I was 
without the assurance that would have been afforded 
me had the faint, dusky appearance that I took to be 
her sails alternately eclipsed and exposed a star. But 
I afterward had reason to believe that I had really 
seen her, for when we had arrived within about a 
mile of the spot where I supposed her to be, a faint, 
wailing 1 cry, as of people in the last extremity of de- 
spair, came pealing distinctly to us across the black 
water, and about a quarter of an hour later we sud- 
denly found ourselves among a quantity of floating 
oars, buckets, hatches, and other articles that had un- 
doubtedly belonged to the Spaniard. The presence of 
these articles proved conclusively that the unfortunate 
ship had gone down, and the cry that we had heard was 
doubtless the last despairing cry of her hapless, help- 
less passengers and crew. Thus to the crime of piracy 
Renouf had added the far worse one of wholesale mur- 
der, for Dumaresq asserted that, according to his esti- 
mate, the number of passengers and crew together on 
board the Santa Theresa could not have fallen much, 
if anything, short of a hundred. We immediately hove 
the schooner to, and Dumaresq, with my four English 
shipmates, at once shoved off in a boat to search 
among the wreckage for possible survivors, but not 
one was found ; which is not to be wondered at, for it 
afterward transpired that Renouf had driven the 
Spanish seamen below and battened them down, while 
he had lashed the officers and passengers hand and 
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foot and locked them into the cabins the last thing be- 
fore scuttling the ship ! 

We remained hove - to until past midnight, and 
then, having failed to find even so much as a floating 
body, sorrowfully filled away, and shaped a course 
for the West Indies, it be^ng my intention to hand the 
whole crew over to the authorities upon a charge of 
piracy. 

A few days later, as we were running down the trade 
wind, shortly after mid-day, we sighted ahead a whole 
fleet of large ships steering pretty nearly the same 
course as ourselves. They were under royals, with 
studding-sails set on both sides, and despite the fact 
that they were so much bigger than ourselves, we over- 
hauled them so rapidly that by sunset we had brought 
them hull-up, and had neared them so closely that we 
were not only able to identify them as line-of-battle 
ships, but, with the aid of Renouf s splendid telescope, 
were able to read several of the names emblazoned 
upon their sterns. We mads out such names as 
Argonauta, Espana, Pluton, Terrible, Bucentaure, San 
Rafael, and others, by means of which Dumaresq was 
able to identify some of them as ships that had been 
blockaded in the port of Toulon by Lord Nelson. 
Others were manifestly Spanish ships. Their names 
and appearance generally testified to that fact, and it 
therefore looked very much as though Vice- Admiral 
Villeneuve had somehow contrived to evade the British 
fleet, and, having effected a junction with a Spanish 
fleet, was making the best of his way to the West 
17 
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Indies to work what damage might be within his 
power upon our colonies and our commerce in that 
quarter of the globe. There were twenty sail of them 
altogether. The fact that so formidable a fleet of our 
enemies was ranging the Atlantic and steering a course 
that would take them to some of the most valuable of 
Britain's possessions in the western hemisphere was 
important news indeed; and I reconnoitred the fleet 
as closely as I dared, contriving, before the daylight 
faded, to ascertain the name, and approximately the 
power, of every ship. They did not deign to take the 
slightest notice of us, beyond firing a shot or two at 
us whenever we ventured within range. So when 
darkness set in I bore away to the southward suffi- 
ciently to give the flank ship a berth of about four 
miles, when I crowded sail upon the schooner and ran 
past them, dropping them out of sight before sunrise 
next morning. 

Despite the fact that we were so short-handed, we 
continued to carry on, night and day, arriving at Port 
Royal on the morning of the eighth day after sighting 
the combined fleet. 

My first task was to seek out the admiral, whom I 
expected to find at his Pen on the slope of the hill at the 
back of the town of Kingston ; so no sooner was our 
anchor down than I engaged a negro boatman to take 
me up the harbour. Arrived at Kingston, I procured 
a vehicle, and, driving to the Pen, was fortunate 
enough to catch the great man just as he was about 
to sit down to breakfast. The announcement that I 
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was the bearer of important intelligence relating to 
the enemy secured my immediate admission to his pres- 
ence, and, despite the fact that I was only a privateers- 
man, the genial old sea-dog accorded me a hearty 
welcome, and insisted upon my sitting down to table 
with him directly he had elicited from me the fact that 
I had not yet broken my fast. He was, of course, pro- 
foundly interested in the intelligence that I was able 
to furnish him, relative to the presence of a combined 
French and Spanish fleet in the Atlantic, my informa- 
tion being the first that had reached him of the 
fact, and he was good enough to say that, in hasten- 
ing to him with the news, I had rendered a service of 
the utmost importance to my country. Scarcely less 
interested was he in the narration of my adventures 
from the time of the abandonment of the Manilla to the 
moment of the capture of the Jean Bart. He compli- 
mented me highly upon my conduct throughout, and, 
while promising to immediately relieve me of the charge 
of my prisoners, incidentally expressed his regret that 
I had not selected the navy as my profession. I an- 
swered him that I was but an obscure individual, with 
no influence or patronage whatever at my command, 
and that, therefore, had I entered the navy, I should 
probably never have been allowed to rise in my profes- 
sion, the influence and patronage which I lacked caus- 
ing other and more fortunate ones to be promoted 
over my head. His reply was characteristic. 

" Influence ! patronage ! " he exploded. " Ay, sir, 
you speak truly ; there is too much of it altogether. 
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It amounts to a very serious drawback and injury to 
the service in many ways. But, as for you, and men 
like you, you do not require either influence or patron- 
age. You possess the best of all influence in this," 
lightly touching the hilt of my sword, "and it is a 
thousand pities that greater facilities are not afforded 
to men of your kidney for entrance into the service. 
But perhaps the profits derivable from successful 
privateering outweigh your patriotism, and you would 
rather be as you are than become the wearer of His 
Majesty's livery ? " 

"You are mistaken, sir," answered I hotly. "To 
serve on His Majesty's quarter-deck would be the 
height of my ambition, but I confess I prefer my pres- 
ent position, as commander of a privateer to that of a 
warrant-officer aboard a man-o'-war." 

He answered me with a " Umph ! " which afforded 
me no clue whatever to his opinion of my outspoken 
reply ; and, my business with him being at an end, I 
took my leave. 

" Have you any engagement for to-night ? " he asked, 
extending his hand very cordially. And upon my an- 
swering that I had not, he said: "Then come and 
dine with me ; seven sharp. I want to see a little 
more of you." 

Of course I gladly accepted so flattering an invita- 
tion, and then hurried away to appoint an agent and 
return to the schooner. 

I was anxious to get to sea again as quickly as possi- 
ble, for I looked upon the loss of the Manilla as so 
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much leeway, and a very serious amount too, that 
could not be too speedily made up. But I foresaw 
that my chief difficulty in so doing would arise from 
my lack of a crew, and how to scrape together a 
decent complement in a small town like Kingston I 
knew not, for I was fully aware that our men-o'-war 
kept the place pretty well swept of men. I was there- 
fore greatly pleased when, having called upon the in- 
dividual who had been recommended to me by the 
admiral as an agent, he informed me, upon the conclu- 
sion of my business proper with him, that he knew a 
man who he believed would be willing, for a considera- 
tion, to find me as many good men as I might require. 
I at once asked for the address of this person, but was 
informed that it would be utterly useless for me, a 
total stranger, to call upon him, as he would most 
certainly decline to treat with me ; but that if I felt 
disposed to leave the matter in his, the agent's, hands, 
he would do his best for me. I thought I understood 
pretty well what this meant. The system of impress- 
ment had done more than anything else to render our 
navy unpopular, and men were constantly deserting 
whenever and wherever they found a chance. And 
when they had once succeeded in making good their 
escape from the ship on board which they had been 
compelled to serve, their best chance of safety from re- 
capture lay in getting to sea as quickly as possible, 
until which they were perforce obliged to lie in close 
hiding. This state of affairs soon produced a set of 
men known as "crimps," who kept boarding-houses 



Digitized by 



Google 



262 THE LOO OF A PRIVATEERSMAH 

for the especial accommodation and concealment of 
seamen who either had deserted from their ships, 
or who, having been paid-off, were anxious to find 
other employment without the risk of impressment 
while openly looking for it. These crimps were to be 
found in every British seaport, abroad as well as at 
home, and a very good thing they made of it, what 
with their exorbitant charges for board and lodging on 
the one hand, and, on the other, the premiums or 
head-money that they received from ship-masters for 
the supply of men. It was, of course, to their interest 
to be loyal to the men, and hence they hedged them- 
selves and their houses about with so many safe- 
guards against undesirable intrusion that it became a 
matter of almost impossibility to approach them ex- 
cept through certain channels. I suspected that my 
agent was in touch with one or more of these men, and 
although I thoroughly hated the system, which was 
nothing short of the most audacious robbery, both of 
the unfortunate men whom it professed to befriend, 
and of the ship-masters who were compelled to avail 
themselves of it, my prospects of procuring a crew by 
any other means were so remote that I unwillingly as- 
sented to my agent's suggestion, stipulating only that 
I should see the men and have the option of refusing 
such as I deemed unsuitable. And with this under- 
standing the agent undertook to do his best to find me 
at least forty thoroughly good men. 

This important matter put in train, I hastened back 
on board the schooner, and soon had the satisfaction of 
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seeing Renouf and his scoundrel crew passed over the 
side into the boats that were to convey them to the 
prison hoik. I had the still greater satisfaction of 
learning, not very long afterward, that Renouf, his 
brother, and half a dozen more of the party had been 
hanged as pirates upon the evidence of Dumaresq, 
myself, and the other survivors of the gig's crew. 
This, however, is anticipating my story somewhat. 

That same night I dined with the admiral, and had 
the honour of meeting the governor and some half- 
dozen more of the principal personages of the island. 
I was rather astonished, I must admit, at the perfect 
equanimity with which my portentous tidings had 
been received. The admiral had, of course, had a busy 
day of it in preparing and sending off despatches to 
the other islands belonging to the crown, as well as in 
arranging for the defence of our possessions gen- 
erally ; but I soon found that there was an utter ab- 
sence of apprehension on the score of an attack. 

"No, no," exclaimed the admiral confidently. 
" Villeneuve has escaped from Toulon, it is true, but 
he will be like a canary that has slipped out of its 
cage, he will be so frightened at unexpectedly finding 
himself free that he will not dare to make the least use 
of his freedom ; his greatest anxiety will be to escape 
the pursuers that he knows must be on his track. 
For, d'ye see, Nelson will become aware of his escape 
in less than twelve hours, and will be after him forth- 
with. The only wonder to me is that he has not over- 
taken him and brought him to action before now. 
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I would give a good deal for the power to let Nelson 
know the whereabouts of this fleet ; but I haven't an- 
other ship at my disposal. By the way, Mr. Bowen, 
what are you going to do next ? " 

"I shall proceed to sea again without a moment's 
unnecessary delay, sir," I answered. " All I want is a 
crew." 

" All you want ! " echoed the admiral. " By George, 
sir, I don't know where you will find a crew in Jamai- 
ca. I believe every available man has already been 
hunted out and appropriated by our men-o'-war. Have 
you no men at all ? " 

" Four only ; and I am not yet by any means certain 
that they will consent to ship with me. I have no 
authority whatever over them. They formed part of 
the crew of the Manilla" 

" Well," observed the admiral, " I am afraid it is a 
bad look-out for you. At the same time if you should 
succeed in picking up enough to enable you to handle 
your schooner, let me know. I may find j T ou some 
work to do, if you care to undertake it." 

I slept ashore that night ; and upon calling upon my 
agent next day was as much astonished as gratified to 
learn that "his friend" was prepared to furnish me 
with sixty prime seamen, — every one of whom had 
served on board a man-o'-war, — upon payment of a 
guinea a head for them. It was a tolerably stiff pre- 
mium to pay ; but, as times then were, they would be 
fully worth it, should they turn out to be as repre- 
sented, so I agreed to go and see them that night ; with 
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the result that — not to dwell at unnecessary length 
upon this part of my story — I next morning found my- 
self in command of as smart a crew as a man need wish 
to have at his back. I found that I was indebted for 
this slice of good fortune principally to the fact that 
the crew of a privateer were exempt from impressment, 
which exemption was allowed to hold good in the West 
Indies, although the exemption was frequently little 
better than a dead letter at home and in other parts of 
the world. I now went to work to provision and water 
the schooner for a three-months' cruise ; and so well 
did my agent work for me that, within seventy-two 
hours of my arrival at Port Boyal,I was able to report 
myself ready for sea and at the admiral's service. 

" That is well ! " exclaimed the admiral, rubbing his 
hands, when I so reported myself. "I congratulate you 
upon your smartness, Mr. Bowen, and also upon your 
good fortune in finding a crew ; it is a good deal more 
than our own people could have done. And now, if 
you are willing to render your country a further im- 
portant service, I can afford you the opportunity. I am 
convinced that Lord Nelson will not remain inactive 
at home, now that Admiral Villeneuve has contrived to 
give him the slip, he will chase the combined fleet 
round the world, if need be. But it is important that 
Villeneuve should be watched. What, therefore, I want 
you to do is to sail in search of the combined fleet, and 
find them ; ascertain as much as you can relative to 
their projected movements, and then find the British 
'fleet and acquaint Nelson with all that you have been 
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able to learn. When you have done that, you will be 
free to cruise wherever you please ; but make an ex- 
cuse to return to Jamaica at your earliest convenience, 
and do not fail to call on me." 

I thanked the admiral for his kindness, promised to 
execute his commission to the best of my ability, and 
took my leave. Two hours later the schooner, which 
I had rechristened the Sword Fish, was outside the 
Palisades, working her way to the eastward under as 
heavy a press of canvas as I dared pile upon her. 



CHAPTER XX 

I PERFORM AN IMPORTANT SERVICE 

fPHE task with which I had been intrusted was one 
-*- of the very greatest responsibility ; for the descent 
of a combined French and Spanish fleet upon West 
Indian waters could only be assumed to point to an in- 
tention, on the part of our enemies, to wrest at least 
some of our West Indian possessions from us; an in- 
tention which our available resources on the spot would 
be utterly inadequate to frustrate, in view of the for- 
midable force possessed by the enemy. It was there- 
fore of the last importance that any British reinforce- 
ments which might be hastening to the support of the 
colonies should be quickly found and communicated 
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with ; and it was equally important that they should 
be furnished with the latest possible intelligence with 
regard to the movements of the enemy. The duty, 
therefore, that I was asked to perform, single-handed, 
was such as actually called for the employment of sev- 
eral vessels. Unfortunately, however, there were ab- 
solutely none available for the admiral at this juncture, 
the only ship in port at the moment of my arrival in 
Jamaica being the schooner, Firefly, which vessel had 
immediately been despatched to the several islands be- 
longing to the British Crown with a warning that a 
formidable force was approaching ; for the reception 
of which the best possible dispositions were to be 
made. It thus came about that I, a young, untried 
hand, found myself called upon to perform a service 
of almost national importance with only my own dis- 
cretion to guide me. My instructions, however, were 
simple and explicit enough, and I resolved to carry 
them out to the letter. 

After giving the subject the best consideration of 
which I was capable, I came to the conclusion that if 
Monsieur Villeneuve really intended to attack the 
islands in our possession, he would probably begin with 
the Windward Islands. Instead, therefore, of working 
my way out into the Atlantic, through the Windward 
Passage between Cuba and St. Domingo, I stretched 
across the Caribbean Sea on a taut larboard bowline, 
and noon on the fourth day after sailing from Port 
Royal found us some ninety miles west-north-west of 
the French island of Martinique, and while I was at 
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dinner the mate stuck his head through the skylight to 
report land right ahead. I went up on deck to get a 
look at it, and soon indentified it as the summit of 
Mont Pelee, the highest point in the island. We stood 
on, keeping a sharp look-out for vessels, but saw noth- 
ing ; and about two bells in the first watch that night 
we found ourselves within the influence of the land 
breeze which was blowing off the island. Half an hour 
later saw us off the mouth of the bay of Port Boyal, 
and as the night was dark I came to the conclusion 
that it might be worth my while to stand inshore a 
little closer, upon the chance of being able to pick up 
some information. Accordingly, we worked in against 
the land breeze, and had arrived within half a mile of 
Pigeon Island, when we encountered a small trading 
felucca coming out. We allowed her to get to seaward 
of us, when we bore up in chase, and a few minutes 
later we were alongside the craft, and had secured 
quiet possession of her. The felucca carried five hands, 
whom I caused to be transferred to the schooner; and 
my first business was to get the master of the craft 
down into the cabin, where I informed him that all I 
wanted from him was some information, and that if he 
would answer my questions truly, I would at once re- 
lease him and return his vessel to him ; but if I found 
that he was attempting to deceive me, I would burn 
his felucca, and retain him and his crew as prisoners. 
The man was eager in his protestations that he would 
tell me everything that I wanted to know, and begged 
me not to destroy his vessel, as she represented his en- 
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tire possessions, and was his sole means of earning a 
livelihood ; a piece of information that led me to hope 
he would not attempt to deceive me ; so I went to 
work to question him forthwith, jotting his answers 
down upon a piece of paper. 

The information I obtained from the fellow was im- 
portant enough to have justified me in running a far 
greater risk than I had actually incurred to procure it, 
and was to the effect that the combined fleets had been 
off the island that very day, with some forty prizes, 
comprising the Antigua convoy, in company ; that it 
had captured Diamond Bock; and that, in conse- 
quence of certain information supposed to have been 
received from a schooner that had that day arrived 
from Europe, it had made all sail to the eastward. 
As to the character of the information, however, that 
had caused so powerful a force to take so unexpected 
a step, the man professed to know nothing. Having 
obtained this information from him, I sent the skip- 
per on deck and had him conveyed forward, where he 
was placed in charge of two men, while I had his crew 
down into the cabin, one by one, and questioned them. 
Their answers bore out what the skipper had already 
told me. I therefore concluded that the news was 
true, and accordingly released the felucca, with a 
strict caution that he was to proceed forthwith on his 
voyage to Mariegalante — the island to which he was 
bound — and on no account to attempt to re-enter the 
harbour of Port Royal, under penalty of instant recapt- 
ure. The fellow was evidently only too glad to get 
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out of our hands upon such easy terms ; and no sooner 
found himself once more safely on the deck of his little 
hooker than he made all sail to the northward, and 
was soon lost in the darkness. Dumaresq, who had 
remained with me thus far, thought this a good oppor- 
tunity to rejoin his countrymen, and, with my cordial 
permission, took a passage in the felucca. 

So far I had done very well ; the combined fleet was 
only a few hours distant ; and I had no doubt that, 
with so nimble-heeled a craft as the Sword Fish, I 
should have very little difficulty in overtaking them 
in the course of a day or two. The question now was 
whether I should proceed forthwith in pursuit of M. 
Villeneuve, or whether I should devote an hour or two 
to an endeavour to ascertain the precise nature of the 
information said to have been brought from Europe 
by the schooner. This information might be of value, 
or it might not ; but after giving the matter brief but 
careful consideration I came to the conclusion that it 
was hardly worth while troubling about; as, if the 
vessel had brought out despatches, they would have 
been delivered long since ; and in any case, the 
captain and crew would know nothing of their con- 
tents. I therefore filled away forthwith, and by mid- 
night had brought the island over our larboard quar- 
ter. 

There was now another question that bothered me 
somewhat, and it was this : I could not understand why 
the combined fleet should be steering east, or why they 
should have gone off in such a hurry as had been rep- 
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resented to me. I racked my brains for a long time 
in search of a satisfactory solution of this problem, as 
I felt that until I had found such I should be quite in 
the dark as to the course which I ought to steer in or- 
der to overtake them. For although I had been in- 
formed that, when last §een, the fleet was steering to 
the southward and eastward, close-hauled, I had no 
data upon which to base an opinion as to the length 
of time during which they would continue to steer in 
that direction, for the simple reason that there was no 
apparent object in their steering in that direction at 
all. We had no possessions in that quarter to tempt 
them, unless it might be Barbados; and even that 
island lay considerably to leeward of the course that 
M. Villeneuve was said to be steering. At length, 
however, a possible explanation suggested itself. It 
occurred to me that the schooner, which was supposed 
to have brought the information leading to the pre- 
cipitate departure of M. Villeneuve, might have fallen 
in with and succeeded in eluding the British pursuing 
fleet, of the existence of which the admiral at Jamaica 
had felt so certain ; and if she had, and had brought 
news to Martinique of the approach of such a fleet, I 
could understand M. Villeneuve's anxiety to be off; 
for we were all fully persuaded that there was nothing 
the French admiral desired so little as to encounter 
Nelson. And, upon considering the matter further, 
the conviction forced itself irresistibly upon me that, 
if M. Villeneuve had been given good reason to believe 
that he was pursued, his chief anxiety would be to get 
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back to Europe as quickly as possible. Such a desire 
would fully account for everything: in his movements 
that I had found difficult to understand, and it would 
also account for the course that he was said to be steer- 
ing ; that course being the only one that would at once 
lead him homeward and at the same time enable him 
to avoid a meeting with the suppositious British fleet. 
So thoroughly at length did I convince myself that this 
represented the actual state of the case that I unhesi- 
tatingly set the Sword Fis/ts head in the same direc- 
tion that I believed the combined fleet to be steering ; 
and then, having issued orders that the schooner was 
to be driven at the highest speed consistent with 
safety to her spars, I went below and turned in. 

During the remainder of that night and the whole of 
the next day we carried on, without sighting anything 
in the shape of a sail ; but at dawn of the second day 
my persistence was rewarded by the sight of a large 
fleet of ships strung out along the horizon, and by 
mid-day we had approached them near enough to en- 
able us to identify them as the fleet of which we were 
in search. There was a big fleet of merchantmen in 
company, which I assumed to be the captured Antigua 
convoy ; and by and by one of these — a fine full -rigged 
ship — wore round, in response to a signal, and headed 
for us. I allowed her to approach within a couple of 
miles of us, when we in turn shifted our helm and going 
round upon the starboard tack, assumed all the appear- 
ance of being in precipitate flight. But I was particular 
to flatten in all sheets and braces to such an extent that, 
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by careful and persistent wind-jamming, the schooner 
became as sluggish as a log; and in this way we 
played with the ship until we had decoyed her a good 
twenty miles away from the rest of the fleet, some- 
times allowing her to gain upon us a trifle, and then 
drawing away from her again, my object, of course, 
being to capture her if I could. And of my ability to 
do this — provided that I could decoy her far enough 
away from all possible support — I had very little 
doubt ; for I did not consider it in the least likely that 
she would have more than sixty Frenchmen on board 
her as a prize crew, while I had an equal number of 
Englishmen. 

At length, about an hour before sunset, we allowed 
the ship to approach us within gun-shot, and shortly 
afterward she opened fire upon us with a six-pounder. 
The shot flew wide ; but all the same I caused our 
helm to be put down, and as the schooner slowly luffed 
into the wind I gave orders for ail our sheets to be 
let fly, presenting an appearance of terrible confusion. 
The ruse was successful ; the ship ceased firing, and 
came booming along toward us under every inch of 
canvas that she could spread. Meanwhile our lads, 
hugely delighted at the fun in prospect, armed them- 
selves, got the grappling irons ready, and prepared 
for boarding the stranger. The weather was quite fine 
enough to admit of our running alongside in the 
schooner, there being very little swell on ; so as soon 
as we were ready the men stationed themselves at the 
sheets and braces, and by a little judicious manipula- 
18 
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tion of these and the helm we contrived to get stem- 
way upon the schooner just as the ship came booming 
down upon our weather quarter. Nobody on board her 
seemed to think of shortening sail until she was fairly 
abreast of us, and then a terrific hullabaloo broke out 
as her crew endeavoured to clew up and haul down 
everything at once— they even let run their topsail hall- 
iards in their excitement. Then, ill the midst of it all, 
just as the ship went surging past us, with a great 
rustling of canvas and lashing of loose cordage in the 
wind, a man sprang into her mizzen-rigging and hailed 
us in French, ordering us to follow until he could 
heave -to, when he would send a boat on board us. 
This suited my plans to a nicety ; so we filled upon 
the schooner and followed the ship closely, luffing up 
for her lee quarter as we did so ; and so well had every- 
thing worked with us that I believe none of the 
Frenchmen had the slightest suspicion that anything 
was wrong until we had actually run them aboard and 
thrown our grappling irons. Then the excitement 
was even more distracting than before, everybody cry- 
ing out at once ; officers and men vying with each 
other in giving the most contradictory orders, and 
nobody dreaming of obeying any single one of them. 
The surprise was complete; and when our lads fol- 
lowed me over the ship's bulwarks, with drawn cut- 
lasses, we found as our opponents only a shouting, 
shrieking, gesticulating mob, who reviled us for our 
perfidious mode of fighting in one breath, and in the 
next passionately conjured us not to overlook the 
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fact that they surrendered. It was as amusing' a bit 
of business as I had been engaged in for many a 
day. 

We lost no time in securing our prisoners — who 
were only some forty in number — and then I turned 
my attention to the ship, which I ascertained to be 
the Caribbean, of London, of twelve hundred and forty- 
three tons register, laden with sugar and rum. She 
was therefore a valuable recapture. She carried 
thirty-two passengers, and by great good luck her own 
British crew was also on board. It was not necessary, 
therefore, for me to weaken my own force by putting a 
prize crew on board her ; my chief mate being quite 
sufficient to represent and watch over the interests of 
the Sword Fish and her owners. The individual who 
had been put on board her as prize-master, when she 
was captured by M. Villeneuve's fleet, happened to be 
a very talkative fellow, and accordingly I had not 
much difficulty in extracting from him the information 
that it had been rumoured through the fleet that the 
suddenness of M. Villeneuve's departure from the West 
Indies was due to intelligence that Lord Nelson was in 
pursuit. This statement, if true, exactly bore out my 
theory; and a little more judicious questioning en- 
abled me to ascertain that it had further been stated 
that, at the time of departure from Martinique, the 
British fleet was believed to be not more than four 
days' sail distant. I thus obtained something in the 
shape of a clue as to the direction in which my further 
search ought to be prosecuted; and accordingly 
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hauled up to the southward, close-hauled on the star- 
board tack, with our recapture in company. 

It was more than a week, however, before we con- 
trived to obtain any definite information as to the 
whereabouts of the British fleet, and even then I was 
four days longer in finding it ; but when at length this 
was achieved, I had the satisfaction of learning that 
my information was the very latest of an authentic 
character that had been furnished to Nelson ; and it 
had the effect of causing him instantly to determine to 
retrace his steps to Europe. This was good news to 
me, for it enabled me to send my recapture across the 
Atlantic with the British fleet as a protector, instead 
of taking her into Kingston, in Jamaica, where the 
necessary formalities connected with the capture would 
have involved us in a vast amount of trouble and ex- 
pense. I accordingly wrote a brief letter or two home, 
which I forwarded by the Caribbean, and parted com- 
pany with her and the fleet within an hour of having 
fallen in with the latter. And thus terminated, suc- 
cessfully and profitably, the service which I had un- 
dertaken at the instigation of the admiral stationed 
at Jamaica. 

I was now my own master once more, free to go 
wherever my whim prompted me, and I determined 
that I would put into effect a plan that had long com- 
mended itself to me; namely, to cruise along the 
Spanish Main in the hope of picking up one of the 
galleons or plate-ships that were still despatched from 
time to time from Cartagena. Upon parting companj T , 
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therefore, with the British fleet, I cruised along the 
whole line of the Windward Islands as far south as 
Tobago and Trinidad, and then bore up for the Main. 
In leisurely fashion and under easy canvas we coasted 
along the shore, taking a look into the Gariaco Gulf 
without finding anything worth picking up, and thence 
across to Cape Codera, off which the wind came out 
from the westward, compelling us to make a stretch off 
the land. This occurred about midnight. I secured 
an observation for my longitude at nine o'clock the 
next morning, and another for my latitude at noon, 
about which time I became aware that the barometer 
was falling, although not rapidly enough to give cause 
for any uneasiness. As the afternoon wore on, how- 
ever, there were indications that a change of weather 
was impending. The sky lost the pure brilliancy of 
its blue, and by insensible degrees assumed an ashen 
pallor, which the sun vainly struggled to pierce until 
he merged from a palpitating, rayless ball of light to a 
shapeless blotch of dim, watery radiance, and then dis- 
appeared. At the same time the wind died away until 
we were left becalmed and rolling rail-under upon a 
swell that gathered strength every hour as it came 
creeping up from the westward. In a short time it be- 
came a fine example of what the Spaniards call a 
" furious calm," the schooner rolling so heavily that I 
deemed it prudent to send the yards and top-masts 
down on deck to relieve the lower-masts. And I did 
this the more readily because the steady, continuous 
decline of the mercury in the tube assured me that we 
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were booked for a stiff blow. Yet hour succeeded 
hour until the darkness closed down upon us, and still, 
beyond the portents already mentioned, there was no 
sign of the coming breeze. The night fell as dark as a 
wolf's mouth ; the air was so close and hot that the 
mere act of breathing was performed with difficulty ; 
and the quick, jerky roll of the schooner at length be- 
came positively distressing in its persistent monotony. 
Of course, under the circumstances, turning in was not 
to be thought of, so far as I was concerned. I there- 
fore made myself as comfortable as I could upon the 
wheel-grating, and awaited developments. 

The fact is that I was puzzled. I did not know what 
to make of the weather. Had it not been for the 
steady, continuous fall of the mercury I should have 
expected nothing worse than a fresh breeze from the 
westward, preceded perhaps by a thunder-squall ; but 
the barometer indicated something more serious than 
that, yet the sky gave no verifying sign of the ap- 
proach of anything like a heavy blow. But I had long 
ago taken in everything except the boom foresail, to 
save the sails from beating themselves to pieces, so I 
was pretty well prepared for any eventuality. 

It was close upon midnight when the change came, 
and then it was nothing at all alarming, being merely 
a sudden but by no means violent squall out from 
about due west, followed by a heavy downpour of rain. 
The rain lasted about a quarter of an hour, and when it 
ceased we were again becalmed. Suddenly I became 
conscious of a faint luminousness somewhere in the 
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atmosphere, and looking about me to discover the 
cause, I observed what looked like a ball of lambent, 
greenish flame clinging to the foremast head, where 
it swayed about, elongating and contracting with 
the roll of the ship, exactly as a gigantic soap-bubble 
might have done. It clung there, swaying, for some 
moments, and then glided slowly down the mast until 
it reached the jib-stay, down which it slid to the bow- 
sprit, whence, after wavering for a few seconds, it 
travelled along the bowsprit, inboard, and vanished, 
not, however, until it had revealed by its corpse-like 
light the horror-stricken features of some half a dozen 
of the watch huddled together on the forecastle, in 
attitudes every curve and bend of which were eloquent 
of consternation. 

"That's a bad sign, sir; so they say," remarked 
Saunders, my chief mate, whose watch it was. 

" What ? The appearance of that light ? " demand- 
ed I. 

" Not so much the appearance of it, sir, but the way 
that it travelled. They say that if a corposant appears 
aboard a vessel and stays aloft, or travels upward, it's 
all right; but if it comes down from aloft, it means 
a heavy gale of wind at the very least," answered 
Saunders. 

"Pooh!" said I; "mere superstition. Everybody 
knows nowadays that a corposant is nothing whatever 
but an electrical phenomenon, and therefore merely an 
indication that the atmosphere is surcharged with 
electricity. As to whether it travels up or down, that, 
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in my opinion, is mere chance or accident, call it which 
you will." 

" Have you ever seen any of those things before, 
sir ? " inquired the mate. 

" No," said I ; " this is the first time that I have ever 
been shipmates with one." 

" Ah ! " remarked the mate, with a distinct accent of 
superior experience in his tone ; " I've seen 'em often 
enough ; too often, I may say. Why, there was one 
time when I was aboard the little Fox, bound from Ja- 
maica to New Providence. We were lying becalmed, 
just as we are to-night, close to the Diamond Bank, and 
with pretty much the same sort of weather, too, when 
one of them things boarded us, making its appearance 
on the spindle of the vane at our main-topmast head. 
It wavered about for a minute or two, exactly like that 
thing just now, and then rolled, as it might be, down 
the spar until it met the topmast stay, down which it 
travelled to the foremast head, and from thence it came 
down the topsail sheet to the deck, where it bursted. 
Ten minutes after that happened, sir, we were struck 
by a squall that hove us over on our beam-ends. We 
had to cut both masts away before she would right 
with us, and when at length she rose to an even keel, 
there was five feet of water in the hold. Of course we 
could do nothing but scud before it, and, the squall 
hardening into a furious gale of wind, we went ashore 
about two hours afterward on South Point, Yuma 
Island, and out of a crew of thirty-four men only seven 
of us was saved ! Now, what d'ye think of that, sir ? " 
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" Why, I think it was a terribly unfortunate affair ; 
but I don't believe that the corposant had anything to 
do with it," answered I. 

" Well, sir," answered the mate, " I only hope that it 
hadn't ; because, d'ye see, if your view is the correct 
one, we needn't fear anything happening in conse- 
quence of —Why, bust me, but there's another of 'em ! " 

It was true. While Saunders was in the very act of 
speaking, another of the strauge, weird lights had sud- 
denly become visible, this time on the mainmast head, 
where it hung for a few minutes, finally sliding down 
the mast to the deck, where it rolled to-and-fro for per- 
haps half a minute, presenting the appearance of a 
sphere of luminous mist, the most brilliant part of 
which was its centre. I am by no means a superstitious 
person, but I am free to admit that the sight of this 
weird, uncanny thing gliding about the deck and emit- 
ting its ghostly light, almost at my feet, produced a 
sufficiently creepy feeling to make me unfeignedly glad 
when it presently disappeared. 

"Now, you mark my words, sir, if we don't have 
some very ugly weather after this," observed Saun- 
ders, producing his tinder-box and lighting his pipe. 

I walked to the skylight and took a squint at the 
barometer. It was still falling, and by this time the 
depression had assumed such proportions as to fully 
justify such an expectation as that entertained by the 
mate. I thought, therefore, that it might be only pru- 
dent to make some further preparation, and I accord- 
ingly gave orders to reef the foresail and fore-staysail- 
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All this time it continued as dark as pitch, and so 
breathlessly calm that the helmsman, wishing to prick 
up the wicks of the binnacle-lamps, was able to do so 
in the open air, the only wind affecting the naked flame 
being the draught occasioned by the heavy roll of the 
schooner. 

But this was not destined to last very long. Some 
ten minutes or a quarter of an hour after the second 
corposant had vanished we felt a faint movement in the 
atmosphere which caused our small spread of canvas to 
flap heavily once or twice; then came a puff of hot, 
damp air that lasted long enough to give the schooner 
steerageway ; and when this was on the point of dy- 
ing, a scuffle of wind swept over us that careened the 
schooner to her bearings, and before she had recovered 
herself the true breeze was upon us, with a deep, weird, 
moaning sound that was inexpressibly dismal, and that 
somehow seemed to impart a feeling of dire foreboding 
to the listener. Not that there was anything in the 
least terrifying in the strength of the wind— far from it, 
indeed— for it was no heavier than a double-reefed 
topsail breeze, to which the schooner stood up as stiff 
as a church, but there was a certain indescribable 
hollowness in the sound of it — that is the only fitting 
term I can find to apply — that was quite unlike any- 
thing that I had heard before, and that somehow 
seemed, in its weirdness, to indisputably forebode dis- 
aster. 

The schooner was now forging through the water at 
a speed of some four knots, and looking well up into 
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the wind, which had come out from the westward. As 
I have said, there was already a very heavy swell run- 
ning, and upon the top of this a very steep, awkward 
sea soon began to make, so that within half an hour of 
the breeze striking us we were pitching bows under, 
and the decks to leeward were all afloat. By this time, 
too, it had become perfectly apparent that the wind was 
rapidly gaining strength ; so rapidly, indeed, that about 
an hour after the first puff it came down upon us with 
all the fury of a squall, laying the schooner down to 
her rail, and causing her to plunge with fearful violence 
into the fast-rising sea. Within the next half-hour the 
wind had increased so greatly in strength that I began 
to think there really might be something in Saunders's 
theory after all, and I was inwardly debating whether 
I should haul the foresheet to windward and heave 
the schooner to, or whether it would be better to up 
helm and run before it until the weather should mod- 
erate a bit, when a third corposant suddenly appeared, 
this time on the boom-foresail gaff- end. 

" Now, sir," remarked Saunders, " we shall soon know 
whether we've got the worst of the blow yet or not. If 
we have, that thing'll shift higher up ; but if we haven't, 
it'll come down like the others." 

I did not answer him, for I was at the moment strain- 
ing my eyes into the blackness on the weather bow, 
where I fancied I had caught, a second or two before, a 
deeper shadow. There were moments when I thought 
I saw it again, but so profound was the darkness that 
it really seemed absurd to suppose it possible to dis- 
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cern anything in it; to make sure, however, I sang 
out to the look-out men on the forecastle to keep 
their eyes wide open, and their answer came so sharp 
and prompt as to convince me that they were fully 
on the alert, and that I had allowed my imagination 
to deceive me. I therefore turned to Saunders with 
some remark upon my lips in reply to his, when 
I saw the corposant suddenly leave the gaff-end 
and go driving away to leeward on the wings of the 
gale. I naturally expected that it would almost imme- 
diately vanish, but it did not; on the contrary, it 
had all the appearance of having been arrested in 
its flight, for I saw it elongating and collapsing 
again, as it had done with the motion of the schooner, 
and it also appeared to me to be describing long arcs 
across the sky. For a moment I was puzzled to account 
for so strange a phenomenon, and then the explanation 
came to me in a flash. I had not been deceived when I 
believed I caught sight of a shadowy something sweep- 
ing athwart our bows. I had seen a ship, and there 
she was to leeward of us, with the corposant clinging 
to one of her spars. I had just time to give the order 
to bear up in pursuit, and to get the schooner before 
the wind, when the corposant seemed to settle down 
nearer to the water, and in another instant it had van- 
ished. 
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CHAPTEE XXI 

A TERRIBLE ADVENTURE 

WITH the disappearance of the corposant there was 
" nothing whatever to betray the presence of a 
strange sail in our vicinity ; for now, strain my eyes as 
I would, I could not be at all certain that I saw any- 
thing, although there were times when the same vague, 
shapeless blot of deeper darkness that had previously 
attracted my attention seemed to loom up momentarily 
out of the Stygian murkiness ahead. There were times 
also when, the water being highly phosphorescent, it 
appeared to me that, among the ghostly gleamings of 
the breaking surges, I could faintly discern a more 
symmetrical space of luminosity, corresponding to the 
foaming track of a ship moving at a high rate of speed 
through the water. But, to make sure of the matter, I 
ordered the reef to be shaken out of the foresail, and 
also set the mainsail, close reefed, with the boom topped 
well up. This increased the speed of the schooner 
quite as much as I thought desirable, more, indeed, 
than was at all prudent ; for, let me tell you, it is risky 
work to be flying along before a gale of wind at a speed 
of fully nine knots an hour on a pitch-black night, 
with a suspicion, amounting almost to absolute cer- 
tainty, that there is another vessel directly ahead, and 
close aboard of you for aught that you can tell to the 
contrary. 
And, indeed, we soon had evidence of this ; for, feel- 
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ing uneasy upon the matter, I had started to go forward 
with the intention of warning the look-out men that I 
had reason to believe there was a ship close ahead of 
us, and that they must therefore keep an extra bright 
look-out, when, as I arrived abreast the forerigging, 
my eyes still straining into the darkness ahead, the 
schooner was hove up on the breast of a heavy, follow- 
ing sea, and as she topped it with the ghostly sea-fire 
of its fiercely-hissing crest brimming almost to the 
rail, a black shape seemed to suddenly solidify out of 
the gloom ahead, apparently within biscuit-toss of our 
jib-boom end, with an unmistakable wake of boiling 
foam on each side of it, and the two look-out men 
yelled, as with one voice, and in the high-pitched ac- 
cents of sudden alarm. 

"Hard a-port! hard a-port! There's a ship right 
under our bows, sir ! " 

The helm was promptly put over, the schooner 
sheered out of the wake of the black mass ahead — 
apparently a craft of considerable size, — and we ranged 
up on her starboard quarter. It will convey some idea 
of the closeness of the shave we made of it when I say 
that, even above the howling of the gale, the fierce 
hiss of the rapidly rising sea, and the roar of our bow 
wave, we caught the sound of an unintelligible hail 
from the stranger, which almost immediately displayed 
a lantern over her taffrail for a few seconds, as a warn- 
ing to us, her people being doubtless under the impres- 
sion that our encounter had been accidental, and that 
we had only that moment seen her for the first time. 
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Having now established beyond all question the fact 
of the stranger's proximity to us, I ordered our main- 
sail to be hauled down, balance-reefed, and reset, 
by which means we presently found that the stranger 
was gradually drawing ahead of us again ; and the dan- 
ger of collision being thus averted, I began to ask 
myself whether it was advisable to continue the chase 
any longer. The fact is, I had followed this craft in- 
stinctively, for I knew that there were so few vessels 
flying British colours in that precise part of the world 
that the presumption was strongly in favour of this 
one being either a Spaniard or a Dutchman, and in 
either case an enemy. Bat assuming her to be one or 
the other, she was just as likely to be a man-o'-war as 
a merchantman — she had appeared to be quite large 
enough to be the former, in that brief, indistinct glance 
that we had caught ojf her, — and if she happened to be 
a man-o'-war we should probably find ourselves in the 
wrong box when daylight broke. On the other hand 
she had not appeared to be so large as to preclude the 
possibility of her being a merchantman — a Spanish or 
Dutch West Indiaman; and should she prove to be 
either of these, she would be well worth fighting for. I 
considered the question carefully, and at length came 
to the conclusion that the risk of following her was 
quite worth taking, and we accordingly held all on as 
we were. 

Meanwhile the gale was steadily growing fiercer, and 
the sea rising higher and becoming more dangerous 
with every mile that we traversed on our blind, head- 



Digitized by 



Google 



288 THE LOG OF A PRIVATEERSMAN 

long flight before it ; and it appeared to me that the 
option whether I should continue the pursuit of the 
stranger would soon be taken from me by the impera- 
tive necessity to heave-to if I would avoid the almost 
momentarily increasing danger of the schooner being 
pooped, when a piercing cry of "Breakers ahead!" 
burst from the two men on the look-out forward, in- 
stantly followed by the still more startling cry of 
"Breakers on the port bow!" "Breakers on the star- 
board bow!" 

I sprang to the rail and looked ahead. Merciful 
Heaven! it was true, right athwart our path, as far as 
the eye could penetrate the gloom on either bow, there 
stretched a barrier of wildly-leaping breakers and 
spouting foam, gleaming spectrally against the mid- 
night blackness of the murky heavens ; and even as I 
gazed, spell-bound, at the dreadful spectacle I saw the 
black bulk of the strange ship outlined against the 
ghostly whiteness, and in another instant she had swung 
broadside-on ; and as a perfect mountain of white foam 
leaped upon her, enfolding her in its snowy embrace, 
her masts fell, and methought that, mingled with the 
sudden, deafening roar of the trampling breakers, I 
caught the sound of a despairing wail borne toward us 
against the wind. 

Oh ! the horror of that moment ! I shall never forget 
it. There was nothing to be done, no means of escape ; 
for the walls of white water had seemed to leap at us 
out of the darkness so suddenly that they were no 
sooner seen than we were upon them ; and the only 
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choice left us was whether we would plunge into them 
stem-on, or be hove in among them broadside-on, as 
had been the case of the strange ship. With the 
lightning-like celerity of decision that seems to be in- 
stinct in moments of sudden, awful peril, I determined 
to drive the schooner ashore stem-on; hoping that, 
aided by our light draught of water, we might be hove 
up high enough on the beach, or whatever it was, to 
permit of the escape of at least a few of us with our 
lives ; and I shouted to the helmsman to steady his 
helm, the breakers right ahead of us seeming to be less 
high and furious than those on either bow. There was 
no time for more ; no time to order all hands on deck ; 
no time even to utter a warning cry to those already on 
deck to grasp the nearest thing to hand and cling for 
their lives, for my cry to the helmsman was still on my 
lips when the schooner seemed to leap down upon the 
barrier of madly -plunging breakers, and in an instant 
we were hemmed about with a crashing fury of white 
water that boiled and leaped about us, smiting the 
schooner in all parts of her hull at once, foaming in 
over the rail here, there, and everywhere like a pack of 
hungry wolves, spouting high in air and flying over ns 
in blinding deluges of spray until the poor little craft 
seemed to be buried ; while I, without knowing how I 
got there, found myself on the wheel grating, assisting 
the helmsman, with the yeasty water swirling about 
our knees as it boiled in over the taffirail. I caught a 
momentary glimpse of the strange ship as we swept 

athwart her stern at a distance of less than a hundred 
19 
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fathoms. Her black bulk was sharply outlined against 
the luminous foam as a whelming breaker passed 
inshore of her, and left her, for a second, uphove on 
the breast of the next one ; and I could see that she 
was on her beam-ends — a large ship of probably twelve 
hundred tons. I could see no sign of people on board 
her, but that was not surprising ; they had probably 
been all swept overboard by the first mountain-wall of 
water that swept over her after she had broached-to. 

And such was to be our fate also. My only wonder 
was that it had not come already ; but come it must, 
and I braced myself for the shock, already feeling in 
imagination the terrific grinding concussion, the sick- 
ening jar, the awful upheaval of the schooner's quiver- 
ing frame, and the wrenching of her timbers asunder. 
But second after second sped, and the shock did not 
come ; and half-buried in the boiling swirl of mad- 
dened waters, the schooner swept ahead, now uphove 
on the breast of a fiery breaker that swept her from 
stem to stern as it flung her forward like a cork, now 
struggling and staggering in a hollow of seething, 
yeasty foam. At length, as the schooner settled down 
into one of these swirling hollows, she actually did 
strike, but the blow was a light one, only just sufficient 
to swear by and not enough to check her headlong 
rush for the smallest fraction of a second ; and shortly 
afterward I became aware that the breakers were per- 
ceptibly less weighty, so much so that in about another 
minute they ceased to break inboard. 

It now dawned upon me that we must be passing 
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over a submerged reef of considerable extent, and my 
hopes began to revive ; for since we had traversed it 
thus far in safety, there was just the ghost of a chance 
that we might manage to blunder across the remainder 
of it without serious damage. As my thoughts took 
this direction my eyes fell upon a figure clinging to the 
main rigging, and I made it out to be Saunders, my 
chief mate. I shouted to him, and by good luck my 
voice reached him, and he came staggering aft to me. 
Without relaxing my grip on the wheel, I hurriedly 
explained to him my impression with regard to our 
situation, and directed him to go forward and see both 
anchors clear for letting go ; for I had determined that, 
should my supposition prove correct, and should we be 
so extremely fortunate as to traverse the remaining 
portion of the reef in safety, I would anchor imme- 
diately that we should emerge into clear water. Fort- 
unately for us all in our present strait, our cables were 
always kept bent, so that there was not very much to 
be done ; and in a few minutes Saunders returned aft 
with the intelligence that all was ready for anchoring 
at any moment. 

And now I really began to hope in earnest that we 
might perchance escape, for the sea was not breaking 
nearly so heavily around us ; indeed I could distinguish, 
at no great distance ahead, small patches of unbroken 
water, with wider patches beyond ; and, best of all, we 
had only touched the reef once, and that but lightly. 
Presently the schooner shot into a patch of unbroken 
water that appeared to communicate at one point with 
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a larger patch, and I at once steered for the point of 
junction, at the same time singing out to the mate to 
get in the mainsail, and for the hands to stand by the 
fore and staysail halliards. A line of breakers still ex- 
tended for some distance ahead of us, but they were 
now detached, with clear water between them, and if 
we could only contrive to keep the schooner in the 
unbroken water all might yet be well. We were still 
rushing along at a great pace, for the gale was blowing, 
if possible, more fiercely than ever ; but the water was 
smooth, and I was consequently hopeful that, by letting 
go both anchors and giving the schooner the full scope 
of her cables, we might manage to ride it out without 
dragging. At length we brought the last of the visible 
breakers fair on our quarter, and I was in the act of 
putting the helm over, singing out at the same time to 
haul down the staysail and foresail, when the mate, 
who was on the forecastle ready to attend to the letting 
go of the anchors, shouted that he thought he could 
make out something like a large rock or small islet a 
short distance ahead. Hurriedly instructing the helms- 
man to keep the schooner as she was going, I ran 
forward, and immediately made out the object, which 
looked amply large enough to give us a lee to anchor 
under. We were pretty close to it; so without further 
ado the schooner was stripped of her remaining can- 
vas and conned into a berth close under the lee of the 
huge mass, when both anchors were let go, the port 
anchor first and the starboard anchor half a minute 
later; and in less than five minutes we had the su- 
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preme satisfaction of finding the Sword Fish riding 
snugly, and in smooth water, with some three fathoms 
between her keel and the sandy bottom. 

I was by this time pretty well fagged out, for the 
hour was drawing well on toward daybreak. Neverthe- 
less my curiosity was so powerfully excited with regard 
to the spot which we had stumbled upon that, after 
thoroughly satisfying myself that the schooner was 
safe, and before turning in, I got out my chart and 
spread it open upon the cabin table. Our position at 
noon on the previous day was of course laid down up- 
on it, and it needed but a few moments 1 consideration 
of the courses and distances that we had subsequently 
steered to demonstrate that we had blundered right 
into the heart of Los Eoques, or the Roccas, the most 
dangerous group of islets, without exception, in the 
whole of the Caribbean Sea. They are situated some 
seventy-five miles due north of La Guayra, and extend 
over an area of ocean measuring about twenty-five 
miles from east to west, and about half that distance 
from north to south. The group consists of two islands 
proper, Cayo Grande and Cayo de Sal, the first being 
triangular in shape, and measuring some six and a half 
miles each way along the perpendicular and base of 
the triangle, while Cayo de Sal is about seven and a 
half miles long by perhaps half a mile broad. 

There are about thirty other islets in the group, all 
of them very much smaller than the two above named, 
and some of them so small as to deserve rather the 
name of rocks than islets. But the peculiarity about 
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the group which renders it so exceedingly dangerous 
to strangers is that it forms part of an extensive reef, 
roughly of quadrangular form, the belt of reef being 
about three miles wide, with a fine open space inside 
divided into two fairly good anchorages by a reef 
stretching across it in a north-westerly direction, from 
the westerly extremity of Cayo Grande to the main 
reef. There are several passages leading through the 
main reef into these anchorages, notably one on the 
northern side of the reef, but the difficulties of the 
navigation are so great to strangers that, if report is 
to be believed, it was, up to a comparatively recent 
date, a favourite resort of pirates, who, once through 
the reef, were practically safe from pursuit. Such was 
the spot into which the Sword Fish had rushed, blind- 
fold as it were. And I can only account for our escape 
from destruction by supposing that we had providen- 
tially hit off one of the channels through the reef, or 
else that the gale had heaped the water upon the reef 
to such an extent that, with our light draught, we were 
able to pass over it. However, I had only to look at 
the group, as portrayed upon the chart, to feel thor- 
oughly assured as to the safety of the schooner and 
ourselves ; so I turned into my bunk with an easy mind 
and a grateful heart at our truly miraculous escape, 
and fell asleep the moment that my head touched the 
pillow. 

When the steward came to call me at seven bells the 
gale was still raging furiously ; but about four bells in 
the forenoon watch a break in the sky appeared to 
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windward, and shortly afterward there was a notice- 
able decrease in the strength of the wind. Meanwhile 
the break in the clouds widened, patches of blue sky 
appeared here and there, extending rapidly, and when 
noon arrived I was able to get a meridian altitude of 
the sun, which conclusively demonstrated the truth of 
my surmise that we were anchored in the Bocca group. 
The rock that sheltered us was some forty feet high, 
and about twenty acres in extent, situate nearly in the 
middle of the northern anchorage ; and astern of us, 
at a distance of four miles, lay Cayo Grande, with Cayo 
de Sal about the same distance on our larboard beam. 
Now that it was daylight it was a perfectly simple and 
easy matter to identify our surroundings with the aid 
of the chart. 

By the time that dinner was over the gale had so far 
moderated that, in our sheltered position, it had be- 
come perfectly safe to lower a boat. I therefore ordered 
away the gig, and, taking the ship's telescope with me, 
landed upon the rock which had afforded us so welcome 
and timely a shelter, and climbed to its summit to see 
whether any portion of the wreck of the unfortunate 
stranger that had been in company with us during the 
preceding night still hung together. To my surprise 
I found that quite a considerable portion of her was 
visible ; indeed at times it appeared to me that I could 
see almost if not quite the whole of her hull ; but as 
she was some eight miles distant I could not be at all 
certain of this. The sea appeared to be still breaking 
heavily over her at times, but she seemed to have 
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beaten almost entirely across the reef, there being but 
little broken water between us and her; and to this 
circumstance I attributed the fact that she was still in 
existence. I spent quite half an hour upon the sum- 
mit of the rock, gazing upon the strange, wild scene 
by which I was surrounded ; and when at length I re- 
joined the boat the wind had moderated to such an ex- 
tent that, although it was still rather too strong for 
an eight-mile pull to windward, there was no reason 
why we should not sail as far out as the wreck, to see 
whether any of her crew still survived. I therefore re- 
turned to the schooner, and, procuring the boat's mast 
and sails, started upon our expedition. But we were 
rather late in getting away ; so that it took us until 
within half an hour of sunset to work up to the wreck, 
and even then we could not approach her nearer than 
within a cable's length because of the broken water ; 
but we got near enough to enable us to make out that 
she was an armed ship — she had all the look of a small 
frigate — and I took her to be Spanish. But although 
her hull was not nearly so much battered about as I 
had expected it would be, there was no sign of life 
aboard her, at which I was not surprised when I looked 
at the broad belt of still angry surf through which she 
had beaten. But I saw enough to determine me to pay 
the wreck a visit before leaving the group, and accord- 
ingly, when I got back to the schooner, which Saun- 
ders had made all ataunto once more during my ab- 
sence, I made arrangements to weigh and beat up to 
the wreck immediately after breakfast next morning. 
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By daylight the wind had dwindled away to a gentle 
breeze, while the sea had gone down to such an extent 
that I anticipated no difficulty whatever in boarding 
the wreck. Nor was I disappointed, for when we reached 
the craft, shortly after six bells in the forenoon, the sea 
was no longer breaking over her, or even round her, 
the breakers now being confined to the outer fringe of 
the reef. But imagine, if you can, my astonishment at 
seeing a man — a wretched, ragged, scarecrow of a fel- 
low he looked to be — on the poop, who, as we drew 
near, began to wave and signal to us with frantic energy. 
He appeared to be desperately afraid that we had not 
seen him, or that, having seen him, we should still not 
trouble to take him off, for he was waving a large, dark 
cloth when we first made him out, and he continued to 
do so until the boat was almost alongside. We bumped 
against the wreck in the wake of her mizzen chains — 
her main and fore chains were under water — and, the 
instant that the bowman hooked on, this man, who 
seemed to be the only survivor of the wreck, came slip- 
ping and sliding down the steeply inclined deck until 
he stood just above us, when he stood for a few seconds 
staring down upon us in silence. Then he cried, in a 
piercing voice : 

" Say, for the love of God, are you English ? " 

" Ay, ay, my hearty ; you have guessed right the first 
time, " I answered. " But, pray, who in the name of 
fortune are you ? And what ship is this ? " 

For answer the fellow plumped down upon his knees, 
clasped his hands before him, lifted up his eyes to 
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heaven, and by the movement of his lips I supposed 
him to be engaged either in prayer or thanksgiving. 
One or two of the men in the boat with me laughed, 
and a third must needs display his wit by calling out 
a profane jest ; but I silenced them sharply, for there 
was an intense abandonment in this strange man's 
manner and behaviour that showed him to be under 
the influence of extraordinary emotion. Presently he 
rose to his feet, and, scrambling down into the boat 
with the most astonishing activity, grasped my hand 
and pressed it to his lips fervently. Then he looked 
me in the face and said : 

" Oh, sir, I thank God most humbly and heartily for 
this His great mercy to me, a poor, miserable sinner. 
But you'll take me away with you, sir ; you'll not leave 
me aboard here to fall into the hands of my enemies 
again? Sir, sir, you are an Englishman, you say, and 
your tongue is English. You have a kind, good face. 
Sir, take me with you, and make me your slave if you 
will, but let me not fall into the hands of those incar- 
nate fiends, the Spaniards, again." 

"Have no fear, my good fellow," answered I. "Of 
course we will take you with us, not as a slave, but as 
a shipmate if you will. But you have not yet answered 
the question I asked you. Who are you? And what 
ship is this ? " 

"Who am I?" he repeated, staring wildly at me. 
" Why I used to be called Isaac Hoard to home in Ex- 
mouth, and among my shipmates, but for the last five 
years, ever since I've been in the hands of the ac- 
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cursed Spaniards, I've known no other name than 
'heretico.'" 

"And the ship," I reiterated; "is she Spanish?" 

" Yes, sir; she is Spanish," answered the poor fellow, 
who looked half -mad as well as haggard, and thin 
almost like a skeleton. " She was a fine frigate forty- 
eight hours ago, named the Magdulena; now the ven- 
geance of God has fallen upon her and her crew, and 
she lies a wreck, while every one of them has perished 
and gone to his own place." 

" And how happens it that you survive while all the 
rest of the crew have perished ? " I demanded. 

"By the mercy of God and the inhumanity of the 
Spaniards," he answered. " They made me a slave of 
the crew, at whose every beck and call I was from the 
beginning of the morning watch until four bells in the 
first watch ; and when my day's work was over they 
used to lock me into a cell under the forecastle. So 
that when the ship struck I was unable to rush 
on deck with the rest of them, and so my life was 
saved." 

"Well," said I, -"it appears that you have a story to 
tell that may be well worth listening to at some future 
time. Now, tell me, do you know where this frigate 
was last from, and whither she was bound ? " 

"Yes," answered Hoard, "I can tell you that, sir. 
She sailed from Cartagena five days ago, and was 
bound to Cadiz with despatches ; at least such was the 
talk among the crew." 

" With despatches ! " I ejaculated. Good ! " Now, do 
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you happen to know where those despatches are to be 
found?" 

"No, sir; that I don't," answered Hoard. "I've 
never been abaft the mainmast until to-day, if you'll 
believe me ; and I don't even know the cap'n's name. 
But I expect his despatches will be in his cabin, along 
with any other papers of value that he may have had in 
his possession." 

" Quite so ; most likely they are," I remarked. " I'll 
go on board and give the craft an overhaul. Jump on 
deck, a couple of you, to lend me a hand in case I 
should need you; and catch a turn with the painter 
somewhere." 

So saying, I climbed up on the ship's poop, and with 
considerable difficulty— owing to the exceedingly steep 
slope of the deck— made my way to the companion, 
which I descended. At the foot of the ladder I found 
myself confronted by a bulkhead which, as I soon 
found, partitioned off the captain's quarters from the 
other part of the ship. Opening a door that faced me, 
I entered a fine, handsome cabin, magnificently fitted 
up, and very little damaged, except that the two guns 
which had evidently been in it seemed to have broken 
adrift and gone through the vessel's side, the gun on 
the weather side having smashed a handsome mahog- 
any table to smithereens in its passage athwart the 
cabin. There were stains of wet on the sofas on the 
lee side and on the carpeted deck, showing that the 
water had entered through the breach in the ship's 
side : but that, with the smashed table and the hole in 
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the side, constituted all the visible damage in the cabin. 
There was another bulkhead in front of me, with an 
open door in it, through which I caught a glimpse of 
stern windows, together with certain indications that 
the cabin into which I was looking was in all proba- 
bility the captain's state-room. Here, if anywhere, I 
thought I should be most likely to find the despatches 
which constituted the chief object of my search ; and I 
accordingly made my way into the after-cabin. A 
handsome and roomy cot, slung on the starboard side, 
confirmed my impression that this must be the cap- 
tain's private sanctum; and I at once looked round 
for a likely receptacle for papers of importance and 
other articles of value. I had not far to look. Close 
to the door, against the bulkhead, stood a massive and 
handsome cabinet writing-table, so placed that the 
light from the stern windows would fall over a sitter's 
shoulders on to the table. Bight up against the star- 
board side of the ship stood a large chest of drawers, 
with the top arranged as a dressing-table : and against 
the port side was a book-case with glazed doors, three 
or four of the panes of glass being smashed so com- 
pletely that several of the volumes had tumbled out 
on to the floor. I took up one or two of the books and 
opened them, but could make nothing of their contents, 
they being in Spanish, which was all but a sealed lan- 
guage to me. The book-case was full of books from 
top to bottom, so it was clear that it was useless to 
look there for the documents I desired to find ; I there- 
fore turned to the next nearest object, which was the 
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writing-table. This was fitted with a sloping top 
that evidently lifted, and a nest of capacious drawers 
occupied the back of the affair, above the writing-desk, 
while a large cupboard on each side formed the base, 
with room for a man's legs between the two. I tried 
the top, the cupboards, and the drawers, but all were 
locked ; and the article was so solidly constructed that 
I at once saw it would be useless to think of breaking 
it open without proper tools. I therefore sang out to 
the two men on deck to take the boat and return to the 
schooner for the carpenter, bidding him bring with 
him everything necessary to pick a number of locks, or 
otherwise open some drawers and cupboards. And 
while the boat was gone I turned my attention to the 
dressing-table. 



CHAPTER XXII 

HOARD COMMUNICATES TO ME SOME VERY IMPORTANT 
INFORMATION 

fTlHIS, too, was a very substantial and handsomely 
*• made piece of furniture, the material being Span- 
ish mahogany. But, unlike the writing-table, all its 
drawers were unlocked ; and, opening them one after 
the other, I found them to be full of apparel : shirts 
of finest linen, silk stockings, a brand-new suit of 
uniform, coats, breeches — in short everything neces- 
sary to complete the toilet of a man in the very pink of 
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fashion. And, hanging by its belt from one of several 
brass hooks screwed to the bulkhead, I saw a very 
handsome sword with a gold hilt. This I took down 
and examined, drawing the weapon from its sheath to 
do so. The blade proved to be of Toledo make, a 
magnificent piece of steel, so elastic that by exerting 
a considerable amount of strength I succeeded in 
bringing the point and hilt together, and when I re- 
leased it, the blade at once straightened itself out again 
as perfectly as before my experiment. The steel was 
elaborately damascened with a most beautiful and 
intricate pattern in gold, and altogether the weapon so 
irresistibly took my fancy that I unhesitatingly appro- 
priated it forthwith. The shirts and stockings, too, 
and a few other articles of clothing that looked as if 
they would fit me, promised to make a very welcome 
addition to my rather meagre wardrobe; so I made 
them up into a good-sized bundle for transference to 
the schooner. 

By the time that this was done the boat was along- 
side again, with the carpenter; and presently that 
individual came clawing his way below with his tools. 
I showed him what I wanted done, and he immediately 
set to work ; but so substantially put together was the 
table, and so strong and intricate the locks appertain- 
ing to it, that the man was compelled to virtually take 
the whole affair to pieces before we could get at its 
contents. But the trouble was amply worth the taking ; 
for I found the despatches, locked in an iron box and 
sealed with the great seal of the Governor of Carta- 
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gena, together with several other important-looking 
documents which subsequently proved to be of the 
utmost value. In fact, as my knowledge of Spanish 
was altogether too imperfect to admit of my determin- 
ing what papers were valuable and what were value- 
less, I took every one that I could find. 

This was not all, however. There were five Orders — 
what they were I knew not, but they were handsome 
enough, being elaborately set with superb jewels, to 
show that the late captain of the Magdalena was a man 
of very considerable distinction. Also a magnificent 
pair of long-barrelled pistols, the barrels of which were 
damascened like the sword. And last, but not least, 
an open casket, strongly bound with heavy, hand- 
somely-worked iron clamps and hinges, also scaled with 
the seal of the Governor of Cartagena, and which, upon 
being broken open, was found to contain a quantity of 
uncut gems, among which I recognized some rubies of 
extraordinary size and fire. All these valuables, need- 
less to say, I unhesitatingly appropriated, for the 
twofold reason that if I did not they would certainly 
go to the bottom of the sea when the ship broke up, as 
she probably would in a few days; and in the next 
place, they were spoils of the enemy, to which we of 
the Sivord Fish had as valid a title as anybody. 

Having at length thoroughly ransacked the captain's 
cabin, I proceeded to overhaul the rest of the ship, 
devoting, indeed, practically the whole day to the 
work ; but nothing else was found worthy of mention, 
except a chest containing a thousand gold Spanish 
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dollars, in what I took to be the purser's room. And 
as for the rest of the ship, everywhere forward of the 
stump of the mainmast, she was so strained and bat- 
tered as to be nothing better than a basket, the water 
washing in and out of her as she lay. We removed 
from the wreck the dollars, the casket of gems, and the 
few other matters that seemed to be worth taking, and 
still had daylight enough left to find our way out 
through the northern channel. Sunset, that night, 
therefore, found us once more at sea, and heading for 
Jamaica, I having determined to place the despatches 
and other documents, found on board the wreck, in the 
admiral's hands without loss of time. The trade wind 
was again blowing, and blowing strong, too, so that, by 
carrying on, night and day, we made the passage in 
exactly three days, almost to a minute, from the Boccas ; 
and I had the satisfaction of handing the despatches 
to the admiral that same night. The jolly old fellow 
was at dinner when I presented myself, and was enter- 
taining a number of officers, naval and military ; but 
upon my name being announced he at once ordered me 
to be admitted and directed a knife and fork to be 
placed on the table for me. He received me with much 
cordiality, and also introduced me to his guests ; but I 
could see that my presence was deemed an intrusion by 
most of them, the naval men especially, who were not 
only jealous of privateersmen, but were also very much 
inclined to look down upon us as inferior beings to 
themselves. There were one or two exceptions, how- 
ever, notably the Honourable Augustus Montague and 
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his first lieutenant, both of the frigate Calypso, then in 
port; the former a most amiable and genial young 
officer, with no nonsense at all about him, while his 
lieutenant, Mr. Birdwood, was as fine a fellow in every 
way as I had ever met. The admiral thanked me most 
warmly for the despatches, which he handed over at 
once to his secretary for translation ; and I had the in- 
tense satisfaction of learning, before I left the Pen 
that night 9 that the documents were deemed of suffi- 
cient importance to justify their immediate despatch 
to England by a frigate. The admiral was kind enough 
to invite me to sleep at the Pen ; but I excused myself, 
the fact being that the schooner's rigging needed 
overhauling, and her supply of stores and water re- 
quired replenishing. I therefore slept in Kingston 
that night ; and having arranged, the first thing next 
morning, for the supply of the stores and water, I went 
aboard to give orders to send down topmasts and have 
the rigging lifted. But an interview with Hoard, the 
man that we had taken off the wreck of the Spanish 
frigate, suddenly altered all my plans. 

The way that it came about was this. I reached the 
schooner about ten o'clock in the morning, and at once 
gave my orders to Mr. Saunders, who forthwith set all 
hands to work. I then went below to my cabin to 
write some letters home, to be forwarded by the frigate 
that was to take the Spanish despatches ; and whilst I was 
thus engaged a timid, hesitating knock came to the door. 

"Come in!" shouted I; and forthwith entered the 
man Hoard, carefully closing the door behind him. 
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" Beg pardon, Cap'n Bowen, for interrupting you," 
he began ; " but there's a matter that I should like to 
speak to you about, if I ain't making too bold." 

" Not at all, Hoard," I answered. " But is the matter 
important? Won't it wait? You see I am very busy 
just now, but I can give you as long as you like this 
afternoon." 

"Well, sir," answered the man, fidgetting uneasily 
with his cap, " it's for you to say whether it's important 
or not. It's about a galleon that's loading at Carta- 
gena for Spain ; and, understandin' that this schooner 
is a privateer, I thought that maybe you'd like to have 
a try for her, and if so, sir, I'd advise you — beggin' 
pardon for bein' so bold— not to start so much as a 
rope-yarn of this vessel's rigging, or mayhap you'll 
be too late for the galleon." 

" By George, man," exclaimed I, " this is important 
news indeed ! Why in the world did you not speak to 
me about it before ? " 

" Well, sir," he answered, " you see, the way of it is 
this. Five years ago I belonged to the brig Mary Rose, 
of Plymouth. She was a slaver; and in one of our 
runs across to the Coast she caught fire, and burnt us 
out of her. We took to the boats, and two days after- 
ward the boat that I was in, bein' separated from the 
others in a strong breeze, was picked up by a Spanish 
ship called the San Sebastian, and we were taken on to 
Cartagena. We were a wild set, I can tell you, and 
perhaps I was the wildest and wickedest of the lot ; 
and we offended the Spaniards because we scoffed and 
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laughed at 'em for plumpin' down on their marrow- 
bones and prayin', in a stiffish gale that we fell in with, 
instead of goin' to work to shorten sail, and take care 
of the ship. Me and my mates did that for 'em while 
they prayed ; but we'd offended 'em mortally, and they 
never forgave us. So the first thing that they does, 
when we arrived at Cartagena, was to denounce us as 
heretics, and we was all clapped into prison. What 
happened to my mates I never knowed, but I never saw 
any of 'em again. But as for me, if you'll believe me, 
sir, the five years that I've been in the hands of the 
Spaniards I've been in hell ! They wanted to convert 
me, so they said ; and the way that they went about it, 
was to make my life a burden to me. They put me to 
work in chains on the roads; they sent me into the 
country, away from the coast, to work in their mines ; 
they even tortured me! If you'll believe me, Cap'n 
Bowen," and I saw the poor fellow's eyes grow wild, 
and begin to blaze as he spoke of his sufferings, " for 
four years I never had the chains off my hands and 
legs, except when I was bein' tortured ! 

" But there," he continued, pulling himself together, 
" I didn't come down into this cabin to tell you about 
my sufferin's ; but I will tell you, sir, that by God's 
mercy those same sufferin's did convert me, not the 
sort of conversion that the Spaniards wanted to bring 
about, but the conversion that, I humbly trust, has 
caused me to see and repent of my former wicked life. 
Not but what the old Adam is strong in me yet at 
times, sir, I won't deny it, and he's never stronger 
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than when I think of the wrongs and the suffering 
that I've endured at the Spaniards' hands. And it 
was just that, and nothin' else, that's kept my lips 
closed all this while about the galleon. We are told, 
sir, that we must forgive our enemies, and return good 
for evil ; and that's exactly what I've been trying to 
do, ever since I set foot aboard of this schooner. As 
soon as ever I came to myself, and was able to under- 
stand that I'd escaped from my enemies, and was once 
more safe under the flag of dear old England, the 
devil comes to me, and says : 

" ' Now's your time, Isaac, to be revenged upon your 
enemies, and to pay 'em off for a little of the misery 
that they've been makin' you suffer all them five years 
that they had you in their power. You know that 
they're goin' to send away this galleon, hopin' that by 
keepin' well to the south'ard she'll escape capture. 
.You know, too, that her cargo's to be a rich one, and 
that, over and above her cargo she's to ship an aston- 
ishin' quantity of gold and precious stones, brought 
down to the coast from Peru ; and of course you know 
that Cap'n Bowen and his lads 'ud lay wait for her, and 
maybe get her, if you was to tell 'em about her. And 
if they was to get her, only think what a blow the loss 
of her'd be to the Spaniards ! Why, it 'ud be so 
tremendous heavy that it 'ud go a good ways toward 
payin' 'em off for all that they've made you suffer. 
It 'ud be a fine bit of revenge, now, wouldn't it ? ' 

" Now, I know well enough that this cravin' for re- 
venge is wrong, and I've been fightin' against it with 
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all my strength. But, somehow or another, it won't 
do, Cap'n ! it won't do ! The temptation is too great 
for me, miserable sinner that I am ! " He smote his 
forehead despairingly with his hand. " I feel that I 
can't keep quiet and let that galleon slip by ! That 
gold and them jewels that she's goin' to ship has been 
dragged out of God's earth by God's creatures with 
sufferin', and tears, and blood more than any man 
can measure ; and I say that it ain't right that the 
Spaniards should have it. If all this heap of treasure 
was to get safely across the Atlantic, and into the 
Spaniards' treasure-chests, it would just encourage 
'em to strive for more ; and then there would be more 
tears, more blood, more despair, more lives rendered 
a burden and a curse to their owners. But if all this 
treasure that they keeps sendin' across to Old Spain 
was to be taken from 'em, then, perhaps, they'd cease 
to collect it ; and the poor, unhappy wretches who're 
made to dig for it would have some peace. And above 
and beyond all that, I want the cowardly curs to suf- 
fer, in return for all the sufferin' that they've inflicted 
upon me and thousands that are a good deal better 
than me. They love wealth. Then make 'em suffer, 
by takin' it from 'em. And they love their lives. 
Make 'em suffer all the horrors of death, by goin' 
against 'em with fire and steel! Let 'em know the 
pain, and horror, and despair of feelin' that they're 
not only goin' to lose their treasure, but that they 
stand a good chance to lose their lives as well. And, 
above all, Cap'n, let me be there to witness their an- 
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guish. They taunted me, and gloated over me when 
they'd made my misery such that I begged 'em to finish 
me off at once, and have done with it ; and now I want 
to pay off some of my debt to 'em, I do." 

It was really terrible to witness the frenzy of pas- 
sion and fury into which this unhappy man goaded 
himself, as he recalled his past sufferings, and spoke 
of those who had made him endure them. His eyes 
gleamed and flashed like those of a savage beast ; his 
face went deadly pale ; his lips contracted into a snarl 
that showed his clenched teeth ; he actually foamed 
from the mouth at last, and his hands clawed the air, 
as though he saw the Spaniards before him, and was 
reaching for their throats ! I thought it my duty to 
check so maniacal an intensity of hatred, and I said to 
him : 

" Come, come, Hoard, this will never do ! I under- 
stood you to say, just now, that you had been con- 
verted from the error of your ways, and had become a 
Christian. Do you call it Christian-like to hate with 
such intensity as you exhibit ? The Bible says that 
we should love our enemies, bless these who curse us, 
and do good to those who despitefully use us. How 
do you reconcile your present feelings with such an 
injunction as that? " 

" Ah ! " he groaned, sinking back upon the locker 
from which he had risen in his excitement ; " you have 
me there, sir ; I can't reconcile it ; that's just where it 
is. I can't forgive my enemies, nor I can't love 'em ; 
and I can't bring myself to do good to 'em. No; 
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I've tried, I've kept my lips closed, I've prayed, I've 
done all that a man can do, and it's no good ; I shall 
never be able to rest until I've seen them cruel, 
haughty, overbearin' wretches brought low. They're 
the enemies of God and man, because they drive poor, 
weak souls to curse their Maker for permittin' such 
cruelty. I've done it myself, over and over again ! the 
good Lord forgive me! No, sir, it ain't in man's 
power to forgive a Spaniard who's got you into his 
power, and I can't believe that such an impossibility is 
expected of us. I don't believe that the passage you 
quoted just now was ever meant to apply to Span- 
iards at all ! " 

" Well," said I, " I am afraid that such a question is 
altogether too difficult a one for me to argue with you ; 
you had better see a clergyman, and discuss the whole 
matter with him. But we have wandered somewhat 
from our original subject, which was the galleon. 
What more can you tell me about her ? When is she 
to sail?" 

" It was said," answered Hoard, " that she was to sail 
exactly a fortnight after the Magdakna. That's why 
I've made so bold as to come down and tell you about 
it now. If you start to overhaul your rigging, I'm 
afraid that you'll not be ready in time to catch her. 
She is a big ship, sir ; close upon sixteen hundred 
tons, I should call her, and I ought to know ; for the 
Magdalena laid within a cable's length of her for more 
than a week. She is heavily armed, too; mounts 
twenty-eight eighteen-pound carronades ; and carries 
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on her books a complement of close upon two hundred 
men. Her name is Nostra Sehora del Carmen." 

" Ah ! " answered I musingly ; " then she is likely 
to prove a pretty tough customer ! " 

" Not too tough for this schooner and her crew, sir," 
exclaimed Hoard, eagerly. " Why, sir, one English- 
man is equal to six Spaniards, any day ; and as to her 
guns, a little management will keep the schooner out 
of the way of their shot. Besides, sir, I don't suppose 
you'd engage her in a regular ' hammer and tongs ' 
fight? The proper way'U be to let her pass ahead, 
and then run alongside, and carry her by boardin'! 
She'll be but a slow ship, from the looks of her. For 
the Lord's sake," he continued, anxiously, " don't go to 
say or to think that she's too big for you! Or, if 
you think that she is, get a man-o'-war to help you ! 
You've only to repeat in the proper quarter what I've 
told you, and you'll be certain to get all the help you 
want—" 

" No doubt," interrupted I dryly ; " but if I under- 
take the matter at all, I will undertake it single-handed. 
Meanwhile, it is so well worth consideration that I 
will countermand my orders for overhauling the rig- 
ging ; so, if you have nothing more to tell me at pres- 
ent, Hoard, just ask the mate to step below, will 
you?" 

" Ay, that will I, most gladly, sir," answered Hoard. 
"And I'm quite sure, Cap'n Bowen," he continued, 
pausing with his hand upon the handle of the door, 
"that when you've had time to think about the mat- 
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ter, you'll make up your mind to have a try for the 
Sefiora" 

With which he turned and left the cabin, and pres- 
ently, in obedience to my message, Saunders came 
down. I gave him my instructions, and then pro- 
ceeded with my letters, which I had to considerably 
abbreviate in consequence of the rather heavy demand 
that Hoard had made upon my time. However, I got 
them finished in time for the Calypso — which was the 
vessel selected by the admiral for the conveyance of 
the Spanish depatches to England — and had the satis- 
faction of placing them in the hands of the Honour- 
able Augustus Montague himself, and of receiving his 
assurance that he would undertake to forward them to 
their destination upon his arrival home. 

During the afternoon a boat came alongside the 
schooner with a note from the admiral, inviting me to 
dine with him that evening, the invitation being accent- 
uated by the statement that he had some news of im- 
portance for me. I despatched an acceptance by the 
boat that had brought the information, and in due time 
once more found myself within the hospitable portals 
of the Pen. As usual, the room was full of guests, but 
after dinner my host found an opportunity to invite 
me into his office for a short time, when I learned that 
the important news referred to in his note of invita- 
tion consisted simply of some intelligence, gleaned 
from the Spanish documents taken by me out of the 
wreck of the Magdcdena, confirming Hoard's story of 
the galleon. 
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" I have told you this for a two-fold reason," said the 
admiral, when he had read out from his translation 
the extracts relating to the galleon. "In the first 
place, I am, as usual, without a ship upon which I can 
lay my hands ; the departure of the Calypso to-day de- 
priving me of the only vessel I had in a fit state to go 
to sea. And, in the next place, as you brought me this 
news I think it only right that you should be the one 
to profit by it. So there you are, and, if you will take 
my advice, you will not remain in port a single hour 
longer than is absolutely necessary, or you may miss 
her ; and, if what these papers state be true — as I have 
no doubt it is — she is a ship worth taking a good deal 
of trouble to find." 

I thanked the admiral for his information, but 
deemed it best to let him understand that I was in- 
debted to him only for details, and shortly afterward 
took my leave, having suddenly made up my mind to 
sail that same night, if I found that the stores and 
water had been sent aboard that afternoon, as prom- 
ised. 

I reached the schooner about half-past ten o'clock, 
and found all hands excepting the mate turned in. 
Saunders was considerably surprised to see me, as he 
did not expect me aboard that night; but, upon my 
questioning him with regard to the stores and water, 
he informed me that both had come alongside almost 
immediately after my departure for Kingston. There 
was consequently no reason why we should delay an- 
other moment and within half an hour we had got up 
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our anchor and were bowling away to the southward 
and westward before the land breeze. Before daylight 
the high land of Jamaica had sunk beneath the hori- 
zon, and we had caught the trade wind. 

It now became necessary for me to form some sort of 
a plan of operations ; and for this purpose I deter- 
mined to consult with Hoard. As soon, therefore, as I 
had secured my sights for the longitude, after break- 
fast, I sent for him, and he came down into the cabin. 

' I have sent for you, Hoard," said I, " because, as 
no doubt you already guess, I have made up my mind 
to have a try for the galleon ; and as I understood you 
to say that you had spent some time ashore, at or near 
Cartagena, it occurs to me that you may be able to 
furnish me with some valuable information. And I 
want to ask you, first, whether, while you were in 
Cartagena harbour, you heard anything said that 
might lead you to suppose the Spaniards deem it so 
far possible that the news of the galleon may have 
spread far enough to lead to her captain taking extra 
precautions against capture by steering a course right 
out to sea, instead of making the best of his way to the 
eastward along the land, as far as, say, Point Gal- 
linas?" 

"I think, Cap'n, I understand what's in your 
thoughts," answered the man. "No, sir; I never 
heard anything that 'ud seem to point to their im- 
aginin' that any news of the ship 'ud be likely to get 
to an enemy's ears. At the same time, I don't doubt, 
from what was rumoured about the amount of the 
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treasure that she's to ship, that her skipper'U do every- 
thing his wit'll teach him to keep out of the road of 
our cruisers and privateers. That, however, ain't very 
valuable information to give you, because you'll have 
guessed as much as that yourself. And I'm afraid 
that I ain't able to tell you any more— except this : 
that it'll never do for this schooner to be seen dodgin' 
about anywheres near Cartagena. If she was seen once 
I don't suppose any harm would come of it, especially 
if she happened to be under a fairish amount of can- 
vas, because it 'ud probably be supposed that she was 
bound south to the Gulf of Darien. But if she should 
happen to be seen twice, it 'ud be all up with us, for a 
time, at least ; they'd be pretty sure to delay her 
sailin' and send something out to watch us. And as to 
cuttin' her out, Cap'n, I'm afraid it couldn't be done. 
Besides, it 'ud be no use to try it unless all the treas- 
ure was aboard ; and I don't suppose they'll ship that 
until her hatches are on, and she's all ready for sea, so 
that she can up anchor and make a start directly the 
last ingot's hoisted in." 

" Quite so," I assented ; " that will no doubt be their 
mode of procedure. But, on the other hand, she may 
be all ready for sea, even to having all the treasure on 
board, and yet not sail for a day or two. Because it is 
quite clear to me that, for some reason or other, they 
believe this galleon to have a very fair prospect of 
safely reaching her destination, or they would keep 
her back until they could send her home under con- 
voy. Now, if they entertain such a belief as that, it 
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seems to me highly probable that some of their big* 
officials will embrace so apparently safe an opportu- 
nity to take a passage home in her, and they might 
not be ready quite so soon as the ship. Now, if that 
should happen, what is to prevent our cutting her 
out?" 

" Do you happen to know what Cartagena harbour 
is like, sir ? " inquired Hoard, beginning his answer to 
my question by asking another. 

" No," said I. " I have never been near it ; nor have 
I ever seen a chart of it." 

"Of course you haven't, sir," answered my com- 
panion; "for the simple reason that the Spaniards 
won't let a chart of it be made, for fear that it should 
get into an enemy's hands. But I can tell you what 
it's like, sir. It is about eight miles long, with a 
width varyin' from four miles down to about one and 
a half. It is completely land-locked by the island of 
Tierra Bomba, that forms the seaward face of it, and 
there's only one channel, called the Boca Chica, about 
half a cable's length wide, by which a ship can get in 
or out. And just abreast the narrowest part of this 
here channel there's a battery, called the San Fer- 
nando Battery, mounting twelve sixty -eight pounders. 
So, you see, sir, that cuttin* a ship out of Cartagena 
harbour ain't to be thought of." 

"Are there any other forts or batteries anywhere 
along the shores of the harbour ? " asked I, my thoughts 
flitting back to our exploit at Abevrach. 

"No, sir, " answered Hoard, in surprise at my ques- 
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tion. " But you'd find the San Fernando more than 
enough, if you was to try to get in. They're always on 
the watch, whenever there's a craft headin' for the har- 
bour ; and they won't let her pass until the port cap'n 
have been off to her, and is satisfied that she's all right. " 

" Well, " said I, " I must have some clearer informa- 
tion than you have been able to give me. I must as- 
certain the precise date fixed for the sailing of the gal- 
leon ; and I must have a look at Cartagena harbour, so 
that I may be able to judge for myself what will be the 
best mode of action. Now, how is this to be done ? " 

" Oh, sir, " answered Hoard, " so far as getting news 
is concerned, I'll undertake to do that for you. I speak 
Spanish like a native, and contrived to make a friend or 
two here and there among the fishermen and porters and 
people of that class, in spite of the priests and the sol- 
diers. There's one man in particular, named Panza — 
I took the blame of something that he did one day, when 
he was a fellow-prisoner, and was flogged instead of 
him, he being at the time a'most dead with fever, he's 
a fisherman, and lives in the little village of Albornos, 
some four miles out of Cartagena ; he'll do anything 
for me. He don't know — nobody exceptin* the prison 
authorities knows — that I was shipped off aboard the 
Magdalena ; so all I've got to do is to get ashore and 
make my way to his hut, tellin' him that I've escaped 
from prison — which God knows is the truth, — and he'll 
hide me as long as I like to stay with him, and tell me 
all the news into the bargain." 

" Well, perhaps that might be managed — if you are 
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not afraid to venture back among yonr enemies," 
said I. 

" Lord bless you, sir, I ain't afraid ! not a bit of it," 
answered Hoard. " The priests and soldiers believes 
me to be aboard the Magdale?ia ; so, as long as I keeps 
out of their sight — which I'll take precious good care 
to do— I shall be all right. " 

" Very well, then," said I ; "we can settle the details 
of your scheme later on. The next question is : How 
am I to get a view of Cartagena harbour ? " 

" Ah, sir ! that'll be a very difficult and dangerous 
matter," was the reply. " And yet," he continued cor- 
recting himself, " I don't know but what it may be done 
without so very much risk a'ter all, if the weather is but 
favourable. But the only way that you could do it 
would be to land durin* the night on Tierra Bomba, and 
remain on the island all day, viewin' the harbour from 
the top of a hill that stands pretty nearly in the centre 
of the island. You'd have to conceal yourself among 
the bushes ; and as there are very few people movin' 
about on the island you'd not be so very likely to be 
seen. Then the boat 'ud have to come ashore for you 
next night; and the schooner 'ud have to be kept 
well in the offing during the daytime." 

" Should I be able to obtain a good, uninterrupted 
view of the harbour from the point you name ? " I de- 
manded. 

" First rate, sir ; couldn't be better," answered 
Hoard. " The harbour 'ud bo spread out like a map 
below ye, and you'd see from one end to t'other of it ; 
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ay, and you'd see the galleon herself, lying in the small 
inner harbour. " 

" Then I'll risk it, " exclaimed I decisively. " There 
is a new moon coming on in about a week's time, so that 
the nights will be dark, and therefore favourable to our 
adventure. Thank you, Hoard ; that is all I want with 
you now. I will have another chat with you when we 
reach the coast." 



CHAPTER XXm 

I PLAN A MOST DARING AND HAZARDOUS ENTERPRISE 

AUR run across to the Main was uneventful, and on 
" the sixth morning out from Port Royal we made 
Point Gallinas, arriving off Cartagena some twenty 
hours afterward. 

By great good luck the weather happened to be 
favourable for our immediate embarkation upon our ad- 
venture, so after a further and final chat with Hoard, 
the schooner was headed in for the land. The night was 
dark as pitch, the sky being overcast, and there was a 
gentle breeze blowing off the land, affording us smooth 
water for the delicate operation of landing. But there 
was no time to be lost, it wanting only four hours to 
daylight, by which time it would be necessary that the 
schooner should have secured a good offing ; so, having 
under Hoard's pilotage stood in until the lead gave us 
twenty -one fathoms—at which point Hoard informed 
21 
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us that we might consider ourselves half a mile from 
the land — the gig was lowered, and, with her crew armed 
to the teeth, we shoved off, the second mate being in 
charge, with Hoard and myself sitting on either side 
of him in the stern-sheets, the former still acting as 
pilot. We paddled gently in, with muffled oars, and in 
the course of about ten minutes the boat gently 
grounded on a narrow strip of smooth, sandy beach at 
the base of a low, rugged cliff in a shallow bay. Here 
Hoard and I landed, the second mate receiving instruc- 
tions to be at the same spot with the boat and a small 
supply of cooked provisions every night at midnight, 
and to remain a couple of hours, when, if he saw noth- 
ing of either of us, he was to return to the schooner 
until the next night. 

We stood on the beach until the boat had shoved off 
again and was lost in the darkness, when we turned 
away, and, Hoard leading, proceeded to climb the face 
of the cliff, which was by no means a difficult matter, 
as the ground, although somewhat precipitous, was 
grass -grown and thickly dotted with low, sturdy 
bushes. Five minutes sufficed us to reach the top, 
when we found ourselves facing a hillside, rising on 
our right to a very respectable height. This, however, 
was not the hill to which Hoard had alluded in his 
conversation with me. To reach the latter we should 
have to walk about a mile, he informed me ; so, having 
paused for a minute or two to get our breath after our 
unwonted exertions, we struck inland, passing over the 
spur of the hill on our right and dipping down into a 
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shallow valley, along which we passed, steering a 
southerly course for a pair of steep, lofty hills, the 
summits of which were within half a mile of each 
other. The more southerly of these two was the one 
for which I was bound, and an hour's steady climbing 
carried us to the top of it, when we lay down in the 
long grass among the bushes, and, regardless of insects 
and possible reptiles, snatched a catnap while we 
waited for daylight. 

At daybreak we roused up, and, making our way to 
a clear space on the very summit of the hill, looked 
abroad at the scene. Seaward, the ocean stretched 
away, a vast plain of delicate blue, to the horizon, and 
some twenty miles in the offing we made out a speck of 
white, gleaming in the brilliant morning sun, which we 
decided must be the schooner. Then, turning our 
backs upon the sea, we had the hilly foreground of the 
island before us, sloping away to right and left and in 
front of us down to the smooth, placid waters of the 
spacious harbour. On our right was the Boca Chica, 
the only entrance to the harbour, a narrow, winding 
channel with a sort of bar at its inner extremity, 
whereon, Hoard informed me, there is scarcely four 
fathoms of water. Nevertheless, viewed from the ele- 
vation which I occupied, the navigation of the channel 
appeared simple enough, the submerged sandbanks on 
each side of it showing up quite clearly through the 
blue water. At the inner extremity of the channel lies 
the outer harbour, a sheet of water roughly circular in 
shape, and measuring some four miles across in either 



Digitized by 



Google 



324 THE LOG OF A PRIVATEERSMAN 

direction. I noticed a few small shoals dotted about 
here and there in this outer harbour, but there was 
only one that appeared to be at all dangerous, and that 
one was to be easily avoided. The northern boundary 
of the outer harbour seemed to be pretty well defined 
by a cluster of decidedly dangerous shoals stretching 
right across from the island of Tierra Bomba to the 
mainland, but with fairly wide channels of deep water 
between, and north of this lay what might be termed 
the intermediate harbour. This is a sheet of water of 
about half the area of the outer harbour, with a good 
clean bottom and plenty of water. It is formed by a 
shoal uniting the island of Tierra Bomba with the 
mainland, a reef of rocks projecting above the sand and 
rendering the Boca Grande — once the main entrance to 
the harbour — quite impassable by anything larger 
than a boat. Then, inside this again, and rendered 
especially safe and snug by being inclosed by two 
long, low, projecting spits with a narrow channel be- 
tween them, is the inner harbour, having an area of 
about three-quarters of a square mile, with plenty of 
water for the largest ships. 

The head of this harbour washes the walls and 
wharves of the town of Cartagena; indeed it does 
more, for, as Hoard informed me, it divides the town 
into two nearly equal parts, the tide flowing right 
through it and for some distance beyond. In this 
inner harbour lay quite a fleet of small coasting-craft, 
and towering high among them all could be made ont 
the tall spars of the galleon. Immediately in front of 
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us, and on the opposite side of the harbour, the 
country was low, swampy, and thickly covered with 
scrub and bush, amoDg which could be made out the 
whitewashed mud walls of the villages of Buena vista, 
Gospique, and Albornos, in the latter of which 
Hoard's friend Panza had his habitation. The fishing- 
boats from thes9 villages were dotted all over the bay 
— they had probably been out all night, — and having 
pointed out to me the several objects of interest in the 
noble scene that stretched around us, my companion 
intimated that the time had arrived for him to leave 
me, as he intended to get a passage across to the main- 
land forthwith, and then make his way to the town for 
the purpose of acquiring information. He cautioned 
me to keep a bright look-out for chance stragglers, 
and to carefully avoid them, for he assured me that, 
if discovered, I should certainly be dragged off to the 
town, and probably meet with the same fate that he 
had suffered. And finally, he undertook to return, if 
possible, the next night to the spot whereon we then 
stood, adding that, should he fail to appear, I was not 
to be alarmed. I watched him make his way down the 
hillside, lost sight of him among the bush, and finally 
made him out again, with the aid of my glass, just as 
he was entering a little hamlet on the harbour shore 
of the island. I watched him sauntering hither and 
thither among the dozen or so of huts that composed 
the hamlet, saw him engage in conversation with sev- 
eral people, and at length observed him making his 
way down to the beach, accompanied by a couple of 
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men. The trio entered a boat and pushed off, and I 
watched the crazy craft heading straight across the 
harbour to the village of Gospique, from whence 
I concluded he would make the best of his way to 
Albornos. 

I had now the rest of the day before me in which to 
look round and make my observations, and I deter- 
mined to do so to the utmost extent of my ability. 
But I was by this time hungry and thirsty, so before 
doing anything else I sought out a comfortable spot 
in the shadow of a clump of bush, and sat down to 
discuss a portion of the viands that I had been careful 
to bring with me. Then, my meal finished, I produced 
pencil and paper, and proceeded to very carefully 
draw a map of the harbour, preserving as accurately as 
I could the just proportions of every feature, and 
marking the shoals in their proper places, as also the 
battery guarding the entrance channel, and the posi- 
tion of the villages dotted here and there along the 
shore. I had taken the precaution to bring a small 
pocket-compass with me, and this I found most useful 
as a means of laying down the bearings of the various 
features from my point of observation. By drawing 
the whole roughly to scale, judging my distances as 
accurately as possible, and freely using my pocket- 
compass, I found that by the end of the day I had 
secured a sketch map that had the appearance of 
being fairly accurate. Not a soul came near me 
throughout the day, but several small craft passed 
out of or into the harbour, and these afforded verifica- 
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tion of Hoard's statement as to the extraordinary pre- 
cautions observed by the authorities, every one of 
them being obliged to heave-to until a boat from the 
battery had boarded them. A large ship, apparently 
a Spanish Indiaman, also arrived pretty late in the 
afternoon, so that I had an opportunity of witnessing 
for myself the manner in which such craft made their 
way through the channel to the inner anchorage. 

At length, when the sun was within an hour of set- 
ting, I observed a fishing-boat under sail emerge from 
among the group of islets that blocked the approach 
to the village of Albornos, and it presently became 
evident that she was making for the island, on the 
highest point of which I was perched. I brought my 
telescope to bear upon her, but for some time was un- 
able to distinguish her occupants, the sail being in my 
way. At length, however, one of them moved forward 
and stood for a few minutes under the lee of the sail, 
and the boat being by this time more than half-way 
across, I was able to recognize the ragged habiliments 
worn by Hoard when we took him off the wreck of the 
Magdalena, and which he had resumed for the occa- 
sion. The sun was just dipping beneath the western 
horizon, and the shadow of the island of Tierra Bomba 
had enshrouded the waters of the harbour in a soft 
dusk, when the boat entered a shallow lagoon at the 
north-eastern extremity of the island, and grounded 
on the low, swampy shore. I saw Hoard disembark 
and stand talking with his companions for a few min- 
utes, and then the boat shoved off again and made her 
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way to about inid-channel, when her crew doused her 
sail and proceeded to shoot their nets. Meanwhile I 
had lost sight of Hoard behind a hill that lay between 
me and the lagoon where he had landed, and I saw no 
more of him until he suddenly appeared against the 
star-lit sky only a few paces from me. 

" Well, sir," said he, as he ranged up alongside, " I've 
got some news for you, and no mistake ; but I greatly 
doubt whether it'll be very acceptable/' 

" How so ? " I exclaimed ; " has anything gone 
wrong?" 

"Well I don't exactly know about 'gone wrong,'" 
was his reply ; " but the way of it is this : The galleon 
is finished loadin', and her hatches is on. The gold is 
expected- to arrive in the town to-morrow evening, and 
if it does, it'll be got aboard the day after to-morrow ; 
and next day three hundred sojers is to be marched 
aboard of her, and she'll then sail for Europe ! " 

" Three hundred soldiers ! " exclaimed I incredu- 
lously. "No wonder that they consider the vessel 
capable of making her way home without a convoy ! " 

"Ay, you may well say so, sir," was the reply. " It 
seems that the whole thing have been planned out for 
a long time. These three hundred sojers is to go home 
as invalids, so I hear ; and the relief has arrived to-day 
in the Injieman that, mayhap, you saw come into the 
harbour this a'ternoon. She's been expected this three 
weeks, so my friend Panza tells me." 

"Well," said I, "that is, as you say, news indoed ; 
and it was a most fortunate thing that we came ashore, 
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as we did. Had we simply dodged off and on, waiting 
for the galleon to come out, those three hundred sol- 
diers would have done for us. You say that the gold 
train is expected to arrive to-morrow. Is this expec- 
tation pure conjecture, or have they reason for it?" 

" Oh, they've reason enough for it, sir ; so I under- 
stand," answered Hoard. " You see, the shippin' off of 
this here gold is the talk of the town ; nobody's think- 
in' of anything else ; and everything that happens con- 
cernin' it is knowed at once all over the place. That's 
how I got my news. Panza had heard all about it, and 
as soon as he sees me he starts talkin' about it, not 
knowin' that I'd been shipped off in the Magdalena ; 
and I just let him talk, puttin' in a question here and 
there until I'd found out all about it. As to the gold 
train, I don't think there's much doubt about it, be- 
cause the news in the town is that a runner came in 
from Barranca this morning with a message from the 
commandant that the train had arrived there last 
night, and might be expected at Cartagena some time 
to-morrow, most likely pretty late in the evening. I 
was wondering whether it 'u'd be possible for us to lay 
in wait for the train somewhere on the road, and get 
hold of the gold that way ; but that plan ain't any 
good, because the three hundred sojers that's to go 
home in the ship are comin' down with it ; and sixty 
men again' three hundred is rather long odds." 

"Yes," I agreed, "too long for my purpose, at all 
events; for I have no doubt that the rascals would 
make a stubborn fight for it ; and even if we should suc- 
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ceed in capturing: the gold, we should certainly lose a 
good number of our men, while I want to get the gold, 
and the ship too, without any loss at all, if it can be 
managed." 

"Aye, sir," answered Hoard. " But I don't see how 
it can." 

"Well, I have a plan," said I, "and you, perhaps, 
with your knowledge of the place, will be able to tell 
me what chance there is of its being successful. And, 
first of all, do you happen to know how many men are 
stationed in that battery there that guards the entrance 
channel ? " 

" Yes, sir, I think I can tell you pretty nearly," an- 
swered Hoard ; " because, d'ye see, afore I was sent 
aboard the Magdalena I was one of the slaves that had 
to man the water-boat that took 'em their daily supply 
of fresh water, there bein' none on the island. How 
many men? Well, I should say that, countin' all 
hands, officers and men together, there's a matter of 
nigh on to eighty of 'em." 

"No more than that?" 

" No, sir ; certainly not more than eighty. Call 'em 
eighty, and you'll not be very far wrong; over the 
mark a trifle, if anything." 

"Very well, then," said I. "This is my plan. You 
say that the gold is to be put aboard the galleon the 
day after to-morrow. The fact of its shipment must 
be absolutely established, and, in order that it may be 
so, I propose that you shall remain ashore — if you 
think you can do so without fear of discovery — and 



Digitized by 



Google 



A most daring and hazardous enterprise 331 

witness for yourself the loading of it. Then, when it is 
all aboard the ship, you will make the best of your 
way across to this island, and wait for me at the spot 
where we landed last night. I shall come ashore with 
all the boats and the whole of the crew, except the 
idlers, fully armed. Then, if the gold has been 
shipped, we will land on a little strip of sandy beach 
at the seaward end of the channel, which I noticed 
to-day, march across the point, and take the battery, 
spiking the guns. And, when this is done, we will 
pull up the harbour, board the galleon, and carry her 
out to sea before the soldiers are embarked." 

"The very thing, sir! the very thing!" exclaimed 
Hoard delightedly. " What a fool I was not to think 
of such a simple plan as that myself. Yes, sir, it'll do, 
I don't doubt. The sojers is sure not to be put 
aboard that night ; they'll give 'em a day or two to 
rest after their journey down the country, not for the 
sake of the men, sir, but because the officers '11 want 
it." 

" Then you think that my plan will do ? " asked I. 

" Yes, sir, I do ; I haven't a doubt about it," was the 
confident answer. 

" Then, in that case," said I, " I shall go aboard the 
schooner to-night, leaving you ashore to find out all 
the news you can. I shall not come ashore to-morrow 
night, because there appears to be no need, and the 
less frequently that the schooner approaches the land 
the less will be the danger of discovery. But the 
night after to-morrow, at midnight, I shall be at the 
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spot where we landed, with all the boats, and fully 
prepared to capture the battery. So you must find 
means to meet me there. Are you quite sure that you 
will run no risk by remaining ashore ? " 

"Oh, yes, sir; I shall be all right. Never fear for 
me ! I know the town now, and know how to take care 
of myself. But how will you manage, sir, supposin* 
that it happens to be blowin' strong, with the wind on 
the shore, when you wants to land, the night after to- 
morrow ? " 

" Does that ever happen here ? " I inquired, consid- 
erably taken aback by the suggestion. 

"It do sometimes, sir, but not often," answered 
Hoard. "Mostly the land breeze springs up about 
eight o'clock, and blows until about seven in the 
mornin'." 

" Well," answered I, after considering a while, " in 
the case that you mention, it appears to me that our 
best plan will be to make boldly for the channel, the 
four boats keeping abreast, so as to show as little as 
possible ; let the wind blow them past the battery, 
and land in the little bay about half a mile inside. 
I noticed a big rock, the only one, jutting out of the 
sand there to-day. That should be a very good spot 
at which to meet you." 

" Yes, sir, I know the rock well ; I've seen it hun- 
dreds of times," remarked Hoard. "You can't do 
better, sir, unless the wind happens to be off shore. 
If it is, the other plan will be best." 

" Very well, then, that is understood," said I. "And 
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now, how will you manage about getting back to the 
mainland ? " 

"Oh," remarked my companion, "I shall have to 
stay on this here island all night. But Fanza will 
keep a look-out for me and take me across to-morrow 
morning." 

" Then," said I, " you had better walk with me as 
far as the beach, and get the fresh stock of provisions 
that they will bring ashore. And how are you off for 
money, in case you should want any ? " 

" Why, the fact is that I haven't got any, and I was 
goin' to ask you to let me have some, sir ; it might 
come handy," was the reply. 

I happened to have a few dollars that I had taken 
the precaution to slip into my pocket before leaving 
the ship ; these I handed to him, and we then saun- 
tered slowly toward the spot where the boat was to 
meet us. 

I went on board the schooner that night, and de- 
voted the whole of the following day to the prepara- 
tions for our great coup, setting all hands to work 
sharpening cutlasses, cleaning pistols, effectually muf- 
fling the boats' oars and rowlocks, and, in fact, making 
every possible provision that I could think of to en- 
sure our success. And the next day I made the men 
rest all day, so that they might be fit for a long and 
arduous night's work. 

It may be imagined that I kept an exceedingly 
anxious eye on the barometer throughout that day, 
for I realized that the weather would have much to do 
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with the making or marring of our fortunes, on the 
eventful night. The mercury remained steady in the 
tube until close upon sunset, and then it began to 
drop a little, the drop continuing until it had gone 
down nearly three-tenths of an inch. I scarcely knew 
what to make of this ; whether to expect a shift of 
wind and a strong breeze, or whether it merely meant 
rain, or a thunder-storm. The sun, however, had 
scarcely set when wo got a hint of what was to come, 
in the shape of a bank of dark, purplish, slate-coloured 
clouds that began to pile themselves along the eastern 
horizon, their edges as sharply defined against the 
clear sky as though the masses had been clipped out 
of paper. We were to be treated to a thunder-storm, 
and a pretty severe one, too, if the promise of those 
clouds was to be relied upon. We had been hove-to 
all day, some twenty miles in the offing, under main- 
sail and jib only ; so that, by keeping our canvas low, 
we might escape observation from the land, although 
I had but little fear of this unless anyone happened to 
have wandered up to the top of one of the hills of 
Tierra Bomba, from which it would have been possible 
to see us. But the moment that the sun had fairly dis- 
appeared below the horizon, sail was packed upon the 
schooner, and we proceeded to work in toward the 
land, my chief anxiety now being lest the thunder- 
storm should gather and break before we had suc- 
ceeded in effecting a landing, in which case we stood 
a very fair chance of being discovered, and of finding 
everybody on the alert to give us a warm reception. 
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We reached in, on the starboard tack, until we were 
within about two miles of Punta de Canoas, when we 
hove about and reached along the land to the south- 
ward. By this time the thunder-clouds had com- 
pletely overspread the sky; it was as dark as the 
inside of a cavern, and the storm might burst upon us 
at any moment. It hung off, however, and at length, 
much to my relief, we found ourselves close to the 
northern extremity of Tierra Bomba, and within half 
a mile of the shore. It was so dark that it was quite 
impossible to see anything, the land merely showing 
as a slightly deeper shadow against the intense black- 
ness of the overcast sky. But I had so thoroughly 
studied all the natural features of the harbour and 
its surroundings during my day's sojourn ashore that 
I now seemed to be perfectly familiar with them all. 
I therefore had no hesitation whatever in hauling 
the schooner in under the lee of the island until we 
were actually becalmed, when, the lead giving us a 
depth of barely four fathoms, I let go the anchor and 
stripped the schooner of all her canvas, not furling it, 
however, but simply passing a few turns of the gas- 
kets, so that everything might be ready for making 
sail again at a moment's notice. 

We were now, according to my judgment — for, as I 
have said, we could actually see nothing, — in the 
shallow bay where Hoard and I had landed three 
nights, previously ; and I believed, moreover, that we 
were so close to the land as to be completely shut in 
and hidden, both from the north and from the south. 
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Needless to say, J hacTlong ago issued orders to ex- 
tinguish all unnecessary lights, and for those that 
were indispensable to be closely masked. There was 
therefore nothing to betray to the sight our where- 
abouts ; and as to sound, every sheave and tackle that 
was in the least likely to be used had been so thor- 
oughly greased that it worked in absolute silence, 
while the men, although shod for our tramp across the 
narrow point at the southern extremity of the island, 
had lashed thick wads of oakum to the soles of their 
shoes, and consequently moved ab^t the decks as 
silently as ghosts. Moreover, the tyjata had all been 
so thoroughly prepared, hours beforehand, for the ex- 
pedition, that there remained nothing whatever to be 
done but to lower them into the water, unhook the 
tackles, and shove off. When we let go our anchor it 
still wanted a good hour to midnight ; nevertheless, 
so anxious was I lest the threatening storm should 
break, and the lightning betray our movements, that I 
determined to man the boats forthwith, and beach 
them if necessary, believing that thus we should run 
less risk of detection. 

All these precautions, it must be understood, were 
adopted not so much from any apprehension of ulti- 
mate failure, for I had determined to have the galleon, 
but because I wanted to save my men. I now sum- 
moned Saunders down into the cabin, and read over 
to him the instructions that I had carefully prepared 
for his guidance during the earlier part of the day, 
explained them to him fully, and then handed him the 
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paper. The men who were to accompany me on the 
expedition were next mustered in the 'tween-decks 
and sent to supper, after which their weapons were 
carefully inspected, and a liberal quantity of ammuni- 
tion served out to them ; and then, when I had satis- 
fied myself that all was right, I made them a little 
speech, explaining' what I purposed doing, and how I 
wanted it done ; when, having enjoined them to ob- 
serve the most absolute silence, the light was extin- 
guished, all hands groped their way on deck, the boats 
were lowered and manned, and we shoved off, each 
boat attached by her painter to the one ahead, so that 
we might not part company in the profound dark- 
ness. It was presently found, however, that this pre- 
caution was unnecessary, the water being so brilliantly 
phosphorescent as to afford all the guidance that was 
needed ; indeed, there was altogether too much lumi- 
nosity to please me. We were even closer to the shore 
than I had imagined, for we had not been under way 
five minutes, when the gig, in which I led the way, 
grounded upon the sand. And as she did so, I be- 
came aware of a weird, gaunt-looking figure, clad in 
rags, standing at the water's edge, close to the boat's 
stem. 

" All right, Cap'n, it's me — Hoard — sir," explained 
this figure, in a low, hoarse whisper, as I sprang 
ashore and gripped the fellow by the throat. " There 
was nothing to keep me," he continued, as I relaxed 
my grip upon him ; " so I came right on here, thinkin' 
that, mayhap, you'd be a little bit afore your time, and 
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wouldn't want to be kept waitin'. Everything is just 
as right, sir, as if you'd planned the whole thing your- 
self ; the gold is all shipped; the Seftora has been 
hauled out to the Manzanilla anchorage, ready to sail 
as soon as the sojers is shipped to-morrow morning ; 
and the commandant is givin' a farewell festa, as they 
calls it, to all the officers to-night ; so that the chances 
are not one of 'em will think of goin' aboard until day- 
light." 

" Good heavens ! " I exclaimed ; " what carelessness ! 
what folly ! I should have thought they would have 
been afraid to leave so vast an amount of treasure un- 
guarded." 

" Why so, sir ? " demanded Hoard. " They believe 
that the whole thing has been kept as secret as the 
grave — and so it would have been, too, but for the 
wreck of the Magdalena — so they don't expect any 
such attack as you're preparin' for 'em. And as to 
anybody ashore attemptin' to meddle with the ship — 
why, they'd sooner jump overboard and drownd their- 
selves. So that it ain't so very wonderful, a'ter all, to 
my mind, that they believes their gold to be perfect- 
ly safe. Besides, there's the San Fernando battery : 
who'd ever dream of that bein' attacked and took ? " 

"Well," said I, "it all seems fairly reasonable as 
you put it, Hoard; still I cannot understand such 
an extraordinary lack of precaution. But, of course, 
it is so much the better for us. What about her 
crew?" 

" Oh ! they're all aboard, sir ; but they'll be turned 
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in and sound asleep by this time,— anchor watch and 
all, as likely as not," was the reply. 

" Do you happen to know how many they muster ? " 
asked I. 

" Panza told me that he'd heard it said that her full 
complement was two hundred and twenty-six men, 
countin' officers and all. But if we can only manage 
to surprise 'em, and get aboard afore the alarm's 
given, I don't reckon that they'll give us so very 
much trouble," answered Hoard. 

" We must risk that," remarked I. " And now, as 
you happen to be here, there is nothing to detain us ; 
we may, therefore, as well be moving. The sooner 
that we get this battery business over, the better." 

" Very well, sir, I'm quite ready," answered Hoard. 
" I suppose you didn't happen to think of slippin' a 
cutlash, or a pair of pistols, or anything into the boat 
for me, sir ? " he continued. 

" Oh, yes, I did ! " said I. " Thomson, the coxswain 
of the gig, will fit you out. And you had better come 
into the gig with me, as we shall probably want you to 
act as pilot." 

" All right, sir, I'll do that with all the pleasure in 
life," was the answer. And therewith he clambered 
noiselessly into the boat and made his way aft to the 
stern-sheets, where I presently found him with a naked 
cutlass in his hand, the edge of which he was testing 
with his thumb, and mumbling his satisfaction at its 
condition. 

We now shoved off, and the gig leading, gave way 
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at a long steady stroke, for the southern extremity of 
the island, which we reached within the hour, although 
it was a pull of fully three miles. Arrived at the low 
point, and leaving each boat in charge of a couple of 
men, we landed ; and as I was marshalling the men 
upon the beach, the blackness of the night was mo- 
mentarily dispelled by a blaze of vivid lightning that 
flashed from the clouds immediately overhead; and 
almost simultaneously with the flash there came a 
crash of thunder that seemed to make the solid ground 
beneath our feet vibrate and tremble. This was horri- 
bly annoying ; for to advance upon the battery in the 
midst of a storm of lightning was almost certainly to 
betray ourselves, while time was now of some impor- 
tance, I being anxious to be aboard the galleon not 
much later than two o'clock in the morning, that being 
the hour when man is supposed to sleep his soundest 
and to be least liable to awake prematurely. 

However, there was nothing for it but to wait, so I 
hurriedly ordered the men to lie down behind the 
ridge of sand which formed the junction of the beach 
with the grass-land ; and there we crouched, with the 
lightning flashing and quivering all about us for fully 
a quarter of an hour. Then down came the rain, not 
in drops, but in sheets, with the lightning flashing 
and darting and quivering hither and thither through 
it, until we appeared to be enveloped in a gigantic 
diamond ; so exquisitely beautiful were the glancing 
colours of the lightning through the rain. Of course 
we were wetted to the skin in an instant, but that did 
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not very greatly matter, as our pistols and ammunition 
were carried in waterproof cases ; moreover, the rain 
afforded us an excellent curtain under cover of which 
to advance ; so at a word from me the men sprang to 
their feet, and we pushed rapidly forward. The bat- 
tery was but a quarter of a mile from the spot where 
we had landed, and so accurately had I taken my bear- 
ings that, in about five minutes after we began to move, 
the structure loomed up, dark and grim, before us. 

Hoard had informed me that its landward sides were 
protected by a deep moat, connected with the sea, and 
spanned by a draw-bridge ; and it was for this bridge 
that I was keeping a sharp look-out. I was so close 
aboard of it before I saw it that three or four paces 
sufficed to carry me to the sentry-box at its landward 
end ; and just as I reached this box a vivid flash of 
lightning revealed its interior, and there, bolt upright, 
stood a tall Spanish grenadier, with his musket rest- 
ing in a corner of the hut, close to his hand. I real- 
ized instantly that the briefest period of hesitation 
now meant our undoing ; for as I had seen the sol- 
dier, he had also undoubtedly seen me ; so the man no 
sooner stood revealed before me than, with one bound, 
I was in the sentry-box with him, one hand grasping 
his throat to prevent him from crying out, while with 
the other I seized his musket and passed it out to the 
man next behind me. The soldier struggled manfully, 
and did his utmost to free his throat, but I held him 
fast, and in so fierce a grip that ere many seconds were 
over I felt him sink powerless to the ground. To lash 
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him, hands and feet together, like a trussed fowl, with 
his own cross-belts, and to gag him with a good- sized 
stone, secured in his mouth by a strip slashed from his 
own coat, was but the work of two or three minutes ; 
and when at length, satisfied that the fellow was secure 
and harmless, I emerged from the box, I had the 
satisfaction of finding that Tom Hardy, — now acting as 
the schooner's second mate,— had promptly followed 
my example by securing the sentry at the far side of 
the drawbridge. 

We were now consequently in possession of this 
structure, and that, too, without the slightest alarm hay- 
ing been given to the garrison, and in another minute all 
hands of us stood inside the battery, which was a fine, 
solid earthwork, with casemates, very like the battery 
that we had seized at Abervrach Harbour. Unlike the 
French battery, however, all the casemates were open, 
with the exception of four, two of which were converted 
into the officers' quarters, while the other two consti- 
tuted the magazine ; and in the shelter of these open 
casemates the artillerymen were slumbering soundly 
in hammocks, despite the storm, with their muskets 
piled under the shelter of a verandah that ran all 
along the front of the casemates. To possess our- 
selves of these muskets, and to heave them into the 
moat was the work of but a few minutes ; and when 
this was done I went up on to the platform, and with 
my own hands effectually spiked every one of the 
guns. It was a most unaccountable thing to me that 
the whole garrison should have slept so soundly 
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through the terrific crash and roar of the thunder, and 
the blaze of the lightning ; but they did, perhaps be- 
cause they were accustomed to that kind of disturb- 
ance ; and as the thunder was practically continuous, I 
had no difficulty in carrying out my operations with- 
out a single clink of the leather-covered hammer being 
audible. 

The battery was now useless for some hours at 
least ; and, since we had been so fortunate as to ren- 
der it so without any of the garrison becoming any 
the wiser, I thought it would be an advantage to leave 
them in ignorance for a few hours longer. I therefore 
quietly withdrew my men, and, taking the two gagged 
and bound sentinels with us, effected an orderly re- 
treat to the beach. 



CHAPTER XXIV 

THE CAPTURE OF "NOSTRA SESORA DEL CARMEN" 

A RRIVED at the boats, we lost not a moment in 
** tumbling into them and getting under way again, 
for time was now a precious commodity, there being 
still a journey of some four miles before us ere the 
galleon could be reached. But, once fairly clear of 
the Boca, or channel, we should be able to use our 
sails, which I had taken the precaution to have placed 
in the boats, and then we should make good progress, 
while the men would be resting. 
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The first question for consideration, however, was 
what to do with our two prisoners. This was speedily 
settled by Hoard, who suggested that they should be 
landed upon a small islet, called Brujas Island, situate 
on the opposite side of the harbour, and lying but lit- 
tle out of our regular way. This we did, of course 
first casting them loose and taking the gags out of 
their mouths ; but although they were thus freed from 
actual physical restraint they remained as harmless as 
before, so far as we were concerned, for Brujas Island 
was uninhabited, and separated from the mainland by 
two channels which, although only narrow, were so 
dangerous, in consequence of the sharks with which 
the harbour was infested, that the Spaniards were not 
at all likely to imperil their lives by attempting to 
swim them. There they were, therefore, harmless 
enough, so far as we were concerned, until morning, 
when probably some passing fisherman might be at- 
tracted by their cries, and would release them. But, 
whether released or not, I had very little fear that 
they would attempt to return to the battery and give 
the alarm there ; the fact that they had allowed them- 
selves to be surprised and made prisoners would be 
accounted by their officers an unpardonable crime ; 
and the probability was that, when released from the 
island, they would take to the forest and make for the 
interior to escape punishment. 

By the time that we had landed these two unfortu- 
nate men the thunder-storm had passed away to sea- 
ward, the crash of the thunder had become modulated 
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to a booming rumble, and a steady, drenching down- 
pour of rain had set in ; the clouds overhead, however, 
were not nearly so heavy and black as they had been 
previous to the outbreak of the storm, and there was 
sufficient light to enable us to see where we were going. 
We accordingly shoved off from Brujas in high spirits, 
and, hoisting our sails, headed up the harbour. The 
land wind was blowing, although not very strongly, 
and when we had been under way about half an hour 
we began to look out for the galleon. Hoard was the 
first to see her — probably because he knew best of us 
all where to look for her,— and, the moment that she 
was sighted, the gig's sails were lowered, as a signal 
for the other boats to close round us. This they im- 
mediately did, when I repeated, in a low voice, the 
orders that I had already given before leaving the 
schooner, in order that every man might know exactly 
what duty was expected of him, and do it. Then, hav- 
ing thus refreshed every man's memory, I gave the 
order to draw cutlasses and paddle quietly alongside. 

A few minutes sufficed to take us to the galleon ; 
and a fine, stately, noble-looking craft she was, tower- 
ing out of the water like a line-of-battle ship ; her 
lofty masts and wide-spreading yards seeming to 
pierce the sky and lose themselves among the few 
stars that now came twinkling mistily out, here and 
there overhead. 

We got alongside without being challenged — to my 
great surprise ; and, half of us boarding her to port 
and the other half to starboard, in less than a minute 
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we were all on deck, and gliding softly and noiselessly 
as shadows here and there; some securing the fore- 
scuttle, others the companions and sky-lights; while 
others again were briskly swarming up the shrouds to 
loose the canvas ; the carpenter — with his axe spe- 
cially sharpened for the occasion — at once station- 
ing himself by the cables, ready to cut them at a sign 
from me, while two men placed themselves at the 
ponderous and highly-ornamented wheel. 

The singular circumstance that we had succeeded in 
getting alongside without being challenged was fully 
accounted for by the fact that not a single soul was 
on deck when we had glided in over the galleon's lofty 
bulwarks. If an anchor watch had been set, the men 
composing it had — as Hoard had predicted — quietly 
ignored their duty, in the absence of the officers, by 
turning in and leaving the ship to take care of herself. 
The surprise was complete ; the galleon had fallen 
into our hands without so much as a single blow being 
struck. Of course, there was the crew below to be 
reckoned with still, but meanwhile they were close 
prisoners and asleep ; and, even in the event of their 
awaking at once and proceeding to force their way 
on deck, it would be some time ere they would be able 
to break out ; and by that time, if all went well, we 
should be far enough from the neighbourhood of the 
town to render any prospect of assistance from that 
quarter practically out of the question. What I most 
feared was that somebody on board one or another of 
the many craft that were anchored in our immediate 
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vicinity might notice the operation of loosing and set- 
ting the galleon's canvas, and suspecting something 
to be wrong, man a boat and go ashore to give the 
alarm; in which case we should soon have three or 
four swift galleys after us; when we were likely 
enough to find ourselves in an exceedingly awkward 
scrape. That, however, was a danger that we had to 
face. And after all it was not so very great ; for if no 
anchor watch was being kept on board the galleon, 
how much less likely was it that such a watch would 
be kept on board the comparatively valueless coasters 
by which we were surrounded. 

I had carefully explained to my crew beforehand 
what it was that we had to do ; and I had also given 
instructions that the whole of the work was to be car- 
ried forward in absolute silence, no one calling out 
unless the necessity for so doing was urgent. Conse- 
quently, from the moment when we first dropped in 
over the bulwarks, not a sound save the soft patter of 
muffled feet was heard aboard the galleon until first 
the topsails and then the courses were let fall, when, 
of course, there arose a sound of canvas fluttering in 
the wind, which, to my excited imagination, seemed 
loud enough to wake the dead. Then came the sharp 
cheep, cheep of sheaves upon their pins as the top- 
sails were sheeted home and the yards mast-headed, 
followed by a still louder flapping of canvas as the jib 
was hoisted. Then came the dull, heavy crunch of 
the carpenter's axe as he smote at the cables. I sup- 
pose it was these sounds that awakened the galleon's 
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crew, for while the carpenter was still hacking away 
there arose from the interior of the fore-scuttle a loud 
knocking, and the muffled sounds of voices angrily de- 
manding that the hatch should be lifted. Hoard, 
however, had been standing by, in expectation of 
something of this sort, and the moment that there 
came a pause in the knocking and shouting I heard 
him informing the prisoners that the ship was in the 
hands of the English, and that unless they — the Span- 
iards — immediately ceased their row the whole lot of 
them would be quickly subjected to certain dreadful 
pains and penalties which I but imperfectly under- 
stood. The threat, however, had the desired effect of 
quieting our prisoners, who promptly subsided into 
silence. 

It was a somewhat difficult matter to get so big a 
ship under way in the rather thickly crowded anchor- 
age, and we were obliged at the outset to make a 
rather long and complicated stern-board, which en- 
tailed two or three very narrow shaves of fouling one 
or another of the craft that were in our way. The sky, 
however, was clearing fast, the stars were shining 
brightly through great and rapidly increasing rifts in 
the clouds and affording us enough light to see what 
we were about ; moreover, the land breeze was piping 
up strong, and whistling shrilly through our rigging, 
so that as soon as we were able to swing the yards and 
get head-way upon the lumbering old wagon of a 
craft, we managed well enough, and contrived to 
scrape clear of everything ; and that, too, without at- 
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tracting any very serious amount of attention, only 
one hail — and that, apparently, from somebody more 
than half drunk — saluting us as we glided with a slow 
and stately movement out of the anchorage toward the 
somewhat contracted passage between the island of 
Tierra Bomba and the Main. 

Once fairly clear of the anchorage, and the shipping 
that encumbered it, we crowded sail upon the old 
hooker, and were soon bo3ming down toward the chain 
of shoals at the rate of fully seven knots. And now 
Hoard once more made himself useful by undertaking 
to pilot us through the shoals, which he did very suc- 
cessfully, hugging Brujas Island pretty closely, and 
then bearing almost square away for the Boca Chica 
channel. A short half-hour sufficed to carry us to the 
inner end of it; and here our utmost vigilance was 
called into play in the navigation of the sharply -wind- 
ing passage. But we managed to achieve it success- 
fully, all still being dark and silent in the San Fernando 
battery as we passed it, and after an anxious ten min- 
utes I had the satisfaction of feeling Nostra Senora del 
Carmen rising and falling ponderously upon the swell 
of the open Caribbean. 

In anticipation of the possibility that we might be 
pursued, I now shaped a course due west, right off the 
land, that being, in my opinion, the direction in which 
we were least likely to be looked for, and when we had 
been running to leeward for about half an hour, and 
had made an offing of nearly four miles, I burned three 
port-fires simultaneously as a preconcerted signal to 
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the schooner that all was well and that she was to fol- 
low us, and an hour later she came foaming up on our 
weather quarter and hailed us. We now hove-to and 
sent alongside her the boats that had hitherto been 
towing astern ; and as soon as they were hoisted in 
we both filled away once more, still standing straight 
off the land, so that when day dawned I had the satis- 
faction of finding that we had run the coast out of 
sight. 

We had, of course, long ere this secured our prison- 
ers, numbering in all two hundred and twenty-six 
men, and now the problem was how to get rid of 
them ; for I did not at all care to have so many men 
aboard who would require to be constantly watched in 
order that they might not rise upon and overpower us 
at some unguarded moment. Happily, the problem 
was soon solved ; for about noon we sighted a trading 
felucca, bound from Porto Bello to Santa Marta, which 
the schooner brought to, and as she proved to be a 
fine, roomy craft I hove to, lowered the boats, and 
transshipped our prisoners into her, despite the pro- 
tests of her unhappy captain, who called all the saints 
to witness that the food he had on board would not 
suffice to feed so many men more than a couple of 
days at most. This objection I met by pointing out 
to him that he could bear up for Tolu, on the Gulf of 
Morrosquillo, which he could easily fetch in twenty- 
four hours, and so left him to settle the matter in 
whichever way seemed best to him. 

As soon as we had parted company with the felucca, 
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and were fairly under way again, I set to work to 
search for the treasure, of the actual presence of which 
on board I had as yet had no time to satisfy myself. 
Hoard was of opinion that it would be found stowed 
away in a strong room beneath the cabin deck, in the 
position usually occupied by the lazarette, and there, 
sure enough, I found such a room — a solidly built 
structure of hard timber, fully six inches thick, plated 
with iron, the door being secured by three massive 
iron bars passed through thick iron bauds, and secured 
at either end by heavy iron padlocks, six in all, the 
keyholes of which were sealed with great seals the 
size of the palm of my hand. These seals I broke 
without a particle of hesitation or reverence for the 
great personage who had caused them to be placed 
there, and then instituted a hunt for the keys, which 
resulted, as I had feared it would, in failure. The 
keys were doubtless at that moment at Cartagena, in 
the possession of the unfortunate captain of the ship, 
or in the hands of the official to whose custody the 
treasure had been confided. There was nothing for it, 
therefore, but to set the armourer to work upon the 
padlocks, and by dint of hard work he managed to get 
them off and the door open by eight bells in the after- 
noon watch. 

The room, when opened, proved to be an apartment 
measuring about five feet each way, and it was lined 
inside as well as outside, with thick sheets of iron. 
But it was more than half full of gold ingots ; that is 
to say the ingots were packed in rows of twenty each 
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athwart the room. There were five rows of twenty 
each, constituting a tier, and the ingots were stored 
eight tiers high ; so that, if the lower tiers contained 
the same number of ingots as the top tier, as was 
pretty certain to be the case, there were eight hundred 
ingots of solid gold, each weighing approximately 
half a hundred weight! the ingots being made uni- 
formly of this size and weight in order that they might 
be conveniently transported from the mines to the 
coast by means of trains of Indians. I was struck 
dumb with astonishment and admiration as I stood 
gazing at the pile of dingy packages, each ingot being 
tightly sewn up in a wrapper of raw-hide. I could 
scarcely believe my eyes for the moment. Twenty 
tons of gold ! Why, there was a fabulous fortune be- 
fore me! I reckoned its value roughly, and found 
that, at the then ruling price of gold, the value of the 
packages before me approximated well on toward 
three millions sterling. 

Nor was this all. There was a heavy, oaken, iron- 
bound case, measuring about two feet square by about 
a foot and a half high. This, I presumed, contained 
the uncut gems which Hoard had told me were to be 
sent home in this lumbering old treasure-tub. Man 
alive! when I came to realize in a measure the ap- 
proximate value of all this wealth, I tell you I was 
frightened ; fairly terrified to think that I was now re- 
sponsible for it all. For upon me devolved the task 
of conveying this enormous wealth safely across the 
ocean and delivering it into the hands of my owner, to 
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be by him subdivided into the shares to which each of 
us was entitled. I believe I never realized so vividly 
as at that moment the manifold perils of the sea : the 
peril of fire, of tempest, of shipwreck, and of the 
enemy. And to think that it had all been intrusted 
to a bottom that, under the most favourable circum- 
stances, could hardly be expected to get up a speed of 
ten knots, and that consequently was open to capture 
by the first fast-sailing picaroon that happened to 
fall in with her. It was positively frightful to merely 
contemplate such a very likely eventuality. "But, 
thank goodness 1 " thought I ; " that danger is easily 
provided against!" And, going on deck, I immedi- 
ately ordered the ship to be hove-to, and the launch 
hoisted out, and I also signalled the schooner to close. 
It was a lovely evening; the water quite smooth, 
and a gentle westerly breeze blowing. I determined, 
therefore, to seize that opportunity to transfer the 
whole of the treasure to the Sword Fish, in the hold of 
which craft I considered it would be far safer than 
where it was then. And, that done, I determined to 
make my way, first to Jamaica, to pick up a few more 
hands to help in working the galleon, and then to 
make the best of my way home without risking the 
loss of all by engaging in any more fighting, however 
tempting might be the opportunity. The men went to 
work cheerily ; easily divining my motive for trans- 
shipping the treasure, and being, of course, each in 
his own degree, as anxious for its safety as I was. 
Moreover, the galleon's launch was a fine big lump of 
23 
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a boat ; so we managed to transship the whole and get 
it safely stowed away before sun-down. That night I 
resumed command of the schooner, and turned the 
command of the galleon over to Saunders, who was a 
thoroughly steady, reliable fellow. 

At midnight, as arranged by me prior to leaving the 
galleon, both craft hauled up to the northward for 
Jamaica, and we then found that — so slow was the 
galleon, with the wind anywhere but on her quarter — 
the schooner, under mainsail, stay foresail, and jib, 
was quite able to keep pace with her even when she 
was carrying topgallant-sails, above which the galleon 
set nothing. This promised a long, wearisome voyage 
across the Atlantic, and doubly justified me in trans- 
shipping the treasure to the schooner. Nevertheless 
I looked forward with a great deal of pride to the day 
when I should take the prize into Weymouth Harbour. 
It was early days, however, to think of that as yet, for 
there was the whole of the Atlantic and two-thirds of 
the Caribbean between ourselves and home, with who 
could say how many chances of shipwreck or capture 
before that distance could be traversed ? 

And, as though to enforce the recollection of the 
latter contingency more effectively upon us, the dawn 
next morning revealed a long, snake-like two-masted 
craft hovering some five miles to windward, which I by 
and by made out to be one of those pestilent war- 
galleys which were apt to prove such formidable an- 
tagonists, and to give so much trouble in such moder- 
ate weather as we were then experiencing. I judged that 
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this galley, which was under sail when first sighted, 
had come out from Cartagena in search of us, and from 
the fact that she did not at once bear down upon us, 
but hung persistently to windward, I conjectured that 
she was not alone, that she had one or more consorts 
somewhere to windward, and that, upon fully identify- 
ing the galleon, she would lower her sails, out sweeps, 
and be off to windward for help to tackle us. This 
I was most anxious to prevent, if possible, and after 
considering a while I hit upon a plan which I thought 
might serve. I accordingly closed with the galleon, 
and ordered Saunders to at once bear up before the 
wind and run away to leeward, piling all the sail pos- 
sible upon the old tub, to convey the impression that 
he was terribly frightened, and was exceedingly anx- 
ious to escape recapture. At the same time all sail 
was crowded upon the schooner, the precaution being 
taken, however, to tow an old spare foresail overboard, 
abreast the lee gangway, which had the effect of caus- 
ing the schooner to sail as if she were water-logged. I 
also shaped a course with the schooner diverging 
about four points from that of the galleon. 

The latter now, of course, ran away from us, hand 
over hand ; while now the galley manifested a disposi- 
tion to edge down a little and get a nearer look at us 
both. This was precisely what I wanted, my hope 
being that our precipitate retreat would be construed 
by the Spaniards as a sign of weakness and fear on our 
part, and that the commander of the galley would thus 
be inveigled into attempting the recapture of the gal- 
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leon single-handed, instead of sharing the honour with 
his consorts. I anticipated that, if he should yield 
to my blandishments, he would make a dash straight 
for the galleon without troubling himself about the 
schooner, the sluggish movements of which would 
render her in his eyes an altogether contemptible ad- 
versary, utterly beneath his notice, and only to be 
tackled and submitted to an exemplary punishment 
after the recapture of the galleon had been achieved. 
And, should I prove correct in this line of reasoning, 
he would run away to leeward after the galleon, when I 
should have him exactly where I wanted him, name- 
ly to leeward of the schooner, when it would be 
my business to see that he did not again get to wind- 
ward of us. 



CHAPTER XXV 

I END MY CAREER AS A PRIVATEERSMAN 

T?OR fully an hour the galley dallied with the tempt- 
*- ing bait that I had thrown out, now edging down 
towards us for a few minutes, and anon hauling her 
wind again, her commander apparently suspecting 
some ruse on our part. But at length our seemingly 
single-hearted anxiety to place as much water as pos- 
sible between ourselves and him, together with the fact 
that both vessels were perceptibly increasing their 
distance from him — the galleon fairly rapidly, the 
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schooner much less so — got the better of his prudence ; 
and, suddenly putting up his helm, he came booming 
along down to leeward, wing and wing, steering a 
course that, as I had expected, would soon carry him 
alongside the Sehora. 

The moment that it became apparent that he was in 
earnest I sent my scanty crew to quarters, the long 
thirty -two was cleared away and loaded, and all hands 
stood by to haul inboard again the sail that had hith- 
erto served so efficiently as a drag. But, beyond this 
preparation, no other change was made, the schooner 
still adhering to her course, as though only anxious to 
escape from so formidable an adversary. 

About half an hour after bearing up, by which 
time the galley had neared us to within about a mile 
and a half, she fired a shotted gun in the direction 
of the galleon, and hoisted her colours. Saunders, to 
whom I had communicated my intentions, took no 
notice whatever of this ; nor did we. The shot fell a 
long way short, and was of course merely intended as a 
hint to the galleon to heave-to. Another quarter of an 
hour brought the galley down abreast of us, and about 
a mile distant, but she took no notice whatever of us, 
her object evidently being to recapture the galleon 
first, and so secure — as they would suppose — the treas- 
ure that had been embarked aboard her ; after which 
her commander would doubtless have a word to say to 
the schooner which had so audaciously presumed to 
appropriate, even temporarily, the gold of His Most 
Catholic Majesty the King of Spain. As the galley 
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swept past us I observed, with keen satisfaction, that 
she was not going much oyer eight knots ; and I esti- 
mated that, when we should have got rid of our drag, 
we should be fully a knot and a half better than she 
was. Of course it would be in her power to rig out 
her sweeps to increase her speed; but I considered 
that, with the breeze that was then blowing, they 
would be practically useless except when going di- 
rectly head to wind ; and what I had to do was so to 
manoeuvre the schooner as to cut off her escape in that 
direction. What I was chiefly afraid of was that the 
consorts of the galley — for I was confident that she 
had consorts somewhere or other — were close enough 
at hand to hear the sound of firing ; and to make cer- 
tain upon this point I shinned up to the royal-yard 
and had a good look round, and I was greatly relieved 
to find that there was nothing in sight. 

I allowed her to get about a mile to leeward of us, 
and then, instead of hauling our drag inboard, as I 
had at first intended, we cut it adrift and let it go alto- 
gether, at the same time jibing over our main-boom 
and giving chase to the galley. For a space of per- 
haps ten minutes no perceptible notice was taken, by 
those on board the galley, of our change of tactics ; 
but by the end of that time our sudden and — to the 
Spaniards — unaccountable improvement in speed had 
become so marked that it could not fail to attract 
attention ; and presently signs became observable that 
it was occasioning considerable uneasiness. The gal- 
ley's sweeps — forty in number — were suddenly rigged 
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out, and she assumed the appearance of a gigantic 
centipede hurrying over the surface of the sea, her 
long oars rising and falling swiftly, with a gun-like 
flash of sunlight off their wet blades, as they churned 
the water into snow-white foam on each side of her. 

But a very few minutes sufficed to prove the correct- 
ness of my judgment as to their uselessness under the 
present circumstances, a very distinct confusion of 
movement among the shining blades revealing — what 
I had foreseen — that her canvas was driving her too 
fast through the water for her oarsmen to keep pace 
with her. The confusion rapidly became more pro- 
nounced, until every individual oar-blade was rising 
and falling independently of all the others, while fre- 
quent pauses of movement, accompanied by a great 
splashing of water, revealed that the unhappy oarsmen 
were busily engaged in the unseamen-like operation of 
"catching crabs. ,, As a matter of fact, her sweeps 
were proving to be a hindrance rather than a help to 
her, and we began to overhaul her so fast that we 
were soon within point-blank range of her. Tom 
Hardy had assumed charge of our Long Tom, and 
he had gradually worked himself up into such an un- 
controllable condition of fidgety impatience, running 
his eye along the sights and then glancing round at 
me, that it seemed cruel to keep him thus any longer 
on the tenter-hooks of suspense, and I, rather reluc- 
tantly, nodded permission to him to fire. The next 
instant the gun spoke out, the shock of its discharge 
jarring the schooner to her keel, and the shot flew 
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high over the mast-heads of the galley and a little 
wide of her. 

" I expected as much, Tom," remarked I reprovingly. 
" You are far too much excited. Take it coolly, man ; 
take it coolly. That galley must be effectually dis- 
abled, or she will give us the slip to windward and 
bring two or three more like herself after us, which I 
have no desire at all to see. And I have no desire to 
take her, for she would be worse than useless to us, 
she would be a really dangerous possession. Ah! I 
expected as much ; down comes her canvas ; she is 
going to try to dodge us and work out to windward in 
the wind's eye ! Never mind the gun just now ; in 
with the stunsails, for your lives, or she will be too 
quick for us ! " 

What I had feared and expected had come to pass. 
Our heavy shot had fairly frightened the people 
aboard the galley ; they realized at last that a trick 
had been played upon them, and her commander's 
great anxiety now evidently was to get as quickly as 
possible out of the trap that he had been decoyed into. 
And, with this object, he had suddenly lowered his sails 
and put his helm hard over, with the object of return- 
ing by the way that he had come. But we were to 
windward of the galley, and, our stunsails coming in 
with a run, we were able to haul close upon a wind 
almost as quickly as the galley, when — the latter now 
depending upon her oars alone — the schooner proved 
to be considerably the faster of the two, thus effectually 
cutting off our antagonist's escape in that direction. 
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" Now, back to your gun, and load as quickly as you 
like ! " exclaimed I ; for I knew that a very critical 
moment was at hand for us ; a moment that would de- 
cide whether it was the galley or ourselves that was to 
be victorious. And presently my anticipation became 
realized; the Spaniard, finding his escape cut off, 
again putting over his helm until the vessel swerved 
round with her long, keen bows pointing straight at 
us. Her commander intended to run us aboard — if he 
could — and, should he succeed, the schooner would 
either be sent to the bottom by the violence of the 
shock, or we should fall into the hands of the Span- 
iards, to endure, in all probability, a fate even more 
horrible than that from which Hoard had escaped. 

Straight as an arrow for us came the galley, her two 
masts keeping steadily in one as her helmsman re- 
lentlessly followed the schooner's movement through 
the water, while the long oar-blades now rose and fell 
quickly in perfect time, urging the long, snake-like 
hull toward us at a speed of fully seven knots. Tom 
Hardy mopped the perspiration of excitement from 
his brow with a bright red handkerchief as he muttered 
anathemas upon his previous ill-luck, but I saw that he 
had pulled himself together, for his hand was as steady 
as yours is at this moment as he gently waved it in 
direction of those who were training the gun. 

"Now, Tom," said I, when he had reported all 
ready, u this shot must go home, mind ; there must be 
no missing this time ! So take it coolly ; let her ap- 
proach us to within a hundred fathoms before you 
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think of firing — I will give you the word— and then 
let her have it as soon as you are certain of your aim." 

" Ay, ay, sir," answered Tom. " I'll have her this 
time or you may call me a sojer. Give the word, sir, 
whenever you like." 

" There is no hurry, Tom," said I. " Keep her cov- 
ered for another three minutes, and then you may do 
as you like. And you, my man," I continued, turning 
to the helmsman, " steer small for the next few min- 
utes, and give Tom' a chance." 

"Ay, ay, sir; 'steer small' it is!" answered the 
man. 

" They're at work upon that gun of theirs, sir," re- 
ported Hardy at this moment. " Shall I fire and stop 
'em, sir ? " 

" Yes," said I ; " she will do now. But don't fire un- 
til you are absolutely certain of her." 

The galley was now within about a hundred and 
fifty fathoms of us, coming on at a tremendous pace, 
the water leaping and foaming and glancing about her 
bows, and her long length still pointed obstinately at 
us. There was a brass gun mounted upon her fore- 
castle, the rays of the sun flashing off it as though it 
had been made of gold ; and about this gun some 
seven or eight figures could be distinctly seen busily 
moving ; while aft upon her poop were grouped four 
men in brilliant uniforms and with their swords drawn. 
And beyond her forecastle, grouped along either rail, 
could be just made out the heads and the flashing 
weapons of a strong body of boarders, ready to spring 
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in upon our decks at the instant when the two hulls 
should come together. Despite the anxiety and sus- 
pense of the moment I could not help remarking to 
myself that, if they intended to carry us by boarding, 
the commander of the galley was conning his craft in 
a very lubberly, unseamanlike way. 

As the thought passed through my brain there was 
a bright flash, a stunning report, and a jarring of the 
whole frame of the schooner as our long gun again 
spoke out ; and, so instantly following the report that 
it seemed to be almost a part of it, I distinctly heard a 
crash, immediately followed by a dreadful outcry of 
screams and yells and groans of mortal anguish, seem- 
ing all to start at the same instant out of a hundred 
throats. Our shot had evidently gone home, and it 
had as evidently told severely ; but exactly how much 
damage it had done could not be guessed at for the 
moment until our smoke had blown away to leeward 
of the galley. And ere it had done this there came a 
flash and a report from her, and the next instant I was 
aware of a shot that came humming so closely past my 
head that the wind of it actually blew my cap off and 
all but overboard. I stooped, picked it up, and re- 
placed it on my head. 

As I again turned my gaze to leeward, there was the 
galley, with a clean, neat shot-hole in her starboard 
bow, so close to the water-line that the furrow 
ploughed up by her rush through the water was 
flashing and leaping right over it ; and — what was of 
at least equal importance to us just then — both banks 
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of oars were trailing limp and motionless, as if sud- 
denly paralyzed, in the water alongside of her. And 
paralyzed they certainly were, for the moment at 
least, because our thirty-two-pound shot had evident- 
ly raked the oarsmen's benches from end to end of the 
ship. Her way immediately began to slacken; and 
although I saw an officer dash aft and with his own 
hands jam the helm hard over to lay us aboard, her 
movements became so sluggish that we had no diffi- 
culty in avoiding her, she being fully ten fathoms 
distant when she went drifting slowly across our 
stern. As she did so, a heavy, confused volley of mus- 
ketry was poured into us from the boarders that lined 
her gunwale, but although the bullets flew past us 
like hail, not one of us was touched ; and immediately 
afterwards a loud outcry arose aboard the galley, upon 
which every man at once threw down his arms and 
jumped below. 

" Ready about ? " shouted I. " And you, Tom, load 
again, and stand by to give her another shot as we 
cross her bows. We must not leave her now until we 
have rendered it impossible for her to get up to wind- 
ward again and tell of our whereabouts, and that of 
the galleon. If you could contrive to smash a good 
number of her oars with a raking shot it would be 
better even than hulling her ; for, after all, it would 
be a terrible thing to destroy so much life. She must 
have at least two hundred and fifty people aboard 
her." 

" Ay, all that — or more, sir. It'll take at least four 
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men to handle one of them long, heavy sweeps, the 
way that they was handled just now. But, as to 
smashing of 'em, I don't know as I can do it ; a man 
would have to be a very tidy shot to hit more'n one or 
two of 'em. But Til do my best, sir; and no man 
can't do no more." 

The schooner's helm was put down, and she was 
hove round upon the opposite tack, and at once kept 
away for the galley, which had by this time fallen 
broadside-on to the sea, her oars still remaining 
motionless. We steered a little to leeward of her, 
with the intention of luffing into the wind athwart her 
stern and throwing our topsail aback, so giving Hardy 
time to level and point his thirty -two-pounder ; and 
we had gained our position and were in the act of 
backing our topsail, when the officer of whom I have 
already spoken reappeared upon the poop and, hastily 
hauling down the galley's colours, hailed in very fair 
English : 

" We surrender, sefior ; we surrender ! In the name 
of the Blessed Virgin I pray you not to fire again ! 
The galley is in a sinking condition; and unless we 
can quickly stop the leak she will go down and drown 
us all. What is it you will that we shall do in the 
matter ? " 

" Where is the leak situated ? " demanded I. 

"In the bow, sefior; so close to the water-line that 
the sea is pouring into the vessel like a river," was 
the answer. 

" Then," said I, " you had better cut both your sails 
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adrift and fother them over the leak ; after which 
your only chance of safety will be to make for the 
nearest port — which I take to be Porto Bello. I will 
stand by you until you have choked the leak ; but I 
can do no more for you, as my carpenter is aboard the 
galleon ; and moreover he does not understand Span- 
ish, and therefore could not direct your people." 

"A thousand thanks, sefior," answered the Span- 
iard, bowing low to me. "I will follow your in- 
structions, and am in hopes that, by adopting the 
plan you have suggested, we may be able to reach 
the land." 

Then, with another bow to me, which I duly re- 
turned, he disappeared ; and a moment later I heard 
him shouting some orders to his people, some twenty 
or thirty of whom at once sprang on deck and began 
to cut the lateen sails away from the long, tapering 
yards. Meanwhile, I could now see that the galley 
was gradually filling, as she was perceptibly deeper in 
the water than when we had first encountered her; 
and thinking it possible that I might be of use, I or- 
dered our people to launch the dinghy, in which, with 
one hand, I went under the bows of the galley. The 
shot-hole which was the cause of all the mischief was 
now completely under water more than half the time, 
showing only when the bows of the vessel lifted over 
a swell. I saw that they had plugged it with canvas 
from the inside, and the officer informed me that two 
men were engaged in holding the canvas in place 
against the pressure of the water, while the rest of the 
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crew were, as I could see, engaged in baling. I 
thought I could see my way to improve matters a little ; 
so I directed the officer to launch his gun overboard, 
to lift the bows a little, and to shift all his movable 
weight as far aft as possible. I then returned to the 
schooner, and procured a thin sheet of lead, a dozen 
nails, and a hammer, and with these I contrived, with 
some difficulty, to pretty well stop the leak, although 
I was careful not to stop it too effectually, lest the 
officer should decide to take the risk of making his 
way to windward instead of to the nearest land. But I 
do not think I had any real ground for apprehension, 
for I could see that the poor fellow was thoroughly 
frightened ; and when I had patched up the hole, and 
had told him that there would be no need to use the 
sails, save to help him to reach Porto Bello as quickly 
as possible, he was overpoweringly profuse in his ex- 
pressions of gratitude for my help and what he was 
pleased to term my " generosity." 

It was drawing well on toward noon when at length 
the galley was once more in a condition to get under 
way, which she did forthwith, heading to the south- 
ward under oars and sails ; and inexpressibly thank- 
ful was I to see the last of her, and still more so to 
think that I had contrived to get rid of her without 
sending her and all her company to the bottom. Be- 
fore parting I contrived to elicit from her commander 
that two of his consorts had proceeded to search for 
us in the Gulf of Darien, while three more had made 
the best of their way to Point Gallinas, to intercept us 
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there in the event of our trying to make our way to 
the eastward. 

Having thus successfully shaken off our formidable 
foe, I crowded sail upon the schooner in pursuit of the 
galleon — which all this while had, in pursuance of my 
orders, been running off the wind to leeward, — and 
when at length we overtook her, the galley had long 
vanished in the south-eastern board. We conse- 
quently hauled up to the northward once more, and 
shaped a course for Jamaica, where, — not to make the 
story too long,— we arrived without further adventure 
on the fourth morning after our encounter with the 
galley. 

As may be supposed, I lost no time in waiting upon 
my very good friend, the Admiral ; whom I found up 
to the eyes in business in his office at Port Royal. 
Nevertheless, busy though he was, he gave orders for 
me to be admitted, and shook hands with me heartily 
as I presented myself. 

" Good morning, Mr. Bowen, " said he. " I won't 
ask- you to sit down, for I am so busy this morning 
that I positively don't know which job to tackle first. 
I merely consented to see you in order that I might 
congratulate you— for I hear that you have brought in 
a prize of some sort, and a big lump of a craft she is, 
too, " casting his eyes toward her as she lay full in 
view of his office window. " Not the galleon, though, 
I suppose? No such luck — What! is it really so? 
Upon my honour, I very heartily congratulate you, my 
dear sir, I do indeed. And my ears are tingling to 
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hear your story, which I am certain will be well worth 
listening to ; but I haven't the time for it just now. 
Come up to the Pen to dinner to-night, and tell it me 
then, will you? That's right; sharp seven, mind! 
And now, good-bye until this evening, you lucky 
young dog!" 

Upon leaving the Admiral, I proceeded up the har- 
bour to Kingston in a boat manned by negroes. A 
large fleet of ships of all sizes occupied the anchorage 
abreast of the town ; and as we drew nearer two ves- 
sels seemed to stand out from among the rest and 
challenge my recognition. I looked at them more in- 
tently. Surely I could not be mistaken! 

" Cuffee, what are the names of those two vessels— 
the brigantine and the schooner — that are moored 
close together there ? " demanded I of the captain of 
the boat. 

" My name not Cuffee, sah ; my name am Julius 
Caesar Mark Anthony Brown, sah ! And dem two ves- 
sels am called respectably de Dolphin and de Tiger ; 
bofe of dem privateers, sah," was the boatman's an- 
swer, given with great dignity and the utmost grav- 
ity. 

" Thank you, Julius CaBsar Mark Anthony Brown," 
retorted I, with equal gravity. " Have the goodness 
to shove me alongside the Dolphin, will you ? " 

" Certainly, sah ; wid de utmost pleasure, sah," an- 
swered the negro, with a broad grin of delight at the 
unwonted receipt of his full cognomen. And in a few 
minutes we ranged up alongside the old familiar 
24 
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schooner, and I recognized many old familiar faces 
looking curiously down into the boat. 

"By the living jingo if it ain't Mr. Bowen come 
back to life ! " I heard one man say ; and in a moment 
there was an eager rush to the gangway to meet me. 
The unexpected sight of so many well-known faces, 
most of them hailing from the same birthplace as my- 
self, and all of them evidently glad to see me again, 
moved me strongly ; and almost before I knew where I 
was I found myself on deck and heartily shaking 
hands all round. Then, as soon as the excitement had 
abated somewhat, I inquired for Captain Winter. 

"He is ashore, Mr. Bowen," answered the mate, who 
had caught my name and evidently appeared to be fa- 
miliar with it, although the man was a total stranger 
to me. " He went ashore directly after breakfast, and 
I don't much expect to see him aboard again until 
pretty late in the afternoon. But I expect you'll find 
him and Cap'n Comben either at Anderson's store, or 
at Mammy Williamson's hotel. Or, if you don't find 
'em, you'll be sure to get news of 'em at one or the 
other of them two places." 

" Thank you," said I ; " I will look them up. But 
in case I should not find them, please say that I will 
call aboard again to-morrow morning about nine 
o'clock. 1 * 

So saying, I climbed down into Julius Caesar's boat 
again, and ten minutes later was landed upon the 
wharf. 

It was by this time drawing well on toward noon, or 
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"second breakfast" time; so I shaped a course for 
Mammy Williamson's in the first place; and there, 
sure enough, I came upon my old skipper and Comben, 
seated at table among a number of other ship-masters 
and a sprinkling of civilians. As I entered I heard 
my name mentioned by Winter, and thought I also 
caught the word "galleon." 

"Speak of an angel, Captain Winter, and — you 
know the rest," said I, as I stepped up to him with 
outstretched hand. 

In a moment every man had started to his feet, and 
I was surrounded — hemmed in — by an enthusiastic 
crowd, who, having somehow got wind of my lucky 
capture, were eager to congratulate me. Nothing 
would do but I must sit down and take breakfast with 
them and relate my adventure ; and it was past two 
o'clock that day before any of us budged. For not 
only had I to tell the whole story of my doings from 
the day when I parted company in the Manilla, but I 
also had to hear Captain Winter's story as well. The 
latter I shall not relate here, as it would require a 
whole volume to do justice to it ; but for the gratifica- 
tion of the reader's curiosity, I may say that the Dol- 
phin and the Tiger, after a protracted fight, in which 
both suffered severely, succeeded in beating off the 
French frigate. Since then they had both been knock- 
ing about in the Atlantic, with only moderate success, 
making Barbadoes their head-quarters ; hence they 
had heard nothing of me save in a letter received from 
Mr. White, in which he stated that, up to the time of 
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writing, no news had been received of the Manilla, and 
that he greatly feared she must have been lost or cap- 
tured. 

Having at length transacted the business that had 
taken me to Kingston, I returned to the schooner 
pretty late in the afternoon, Winter and Comben ac- 
companying me to have a look at the galleon and the 
Sword Fish; and later on I returned with them to 
Kingston to keep my dinner appointment with the 
Admiral 

I found my host, as usual, with his table full of com- 
pany, among them being the captain of the Triton 
frigate, and several other naval officers, all of whom 
were exceedingly civil to me, especially after I had re- 
lated the particulars of the capture of the galleon. 
We spent a very pleasant evening ; and when at length 
the guests rose to go, the Admiral whispered to me to 
remain as he had something to say to me. Accord- 
ingly, when all hands but myself had left, my host 
conducted me to what he called his " snuggery," which 
was a corner of his spacious verandah inclosed with 
large glazed partitions, and fitted up as a smoking- 
room. His negro butler set out the table with glasses, 
decanters, a big crystal jug of sangaree, and a box of 
cigars, and left us. 

As soon as we were alone and had made ourselves 
comfortable, the old gentleman turned to me, seemed 
to look me through and through for several seconds, 
so intently did he rivet his gaze upon me, and then he 
remarked : 
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" I dare say you are wondering what this important 
matter can be that has caused me to keep you behind 
in order that I may have an opportunity to talk it over 
with you. Well, my dear fellow, I am a poor hand at 
beating about the bush ; if I have a thing to say, I 
like to say it outright ; so tell me, now, has it ever oc- 
curred to you to wish that you were a king's officer, 
instead of being merely a privateersman ? " 

" Upon my word, Sir Peter, that is a strange ques- 
tion indeed to ask," said I; "but I do not mind 
confessing to you that I have over and over again 
regretted that circumstances did not permit me to 
enter His Majesty's service. Not that I have any real 
cause to complain, for I suppose I may now call my- 
self a fairly rich man, with the division of the gal- 
leon's prize-money in prospect; much richer than I 
should have been by this time had I had an oppor- 
tunity to enter the navy. At the same time I have 
been impressed over and over again with the honour 
and distinction attaching to His Most Gracious Ma- 
jesty's service, and which are wholly apart from any 
question of the length of a man's purse; and it is 
impossible to shut one's eyes to the fact that, if a man 
happens to be ambitious, there is no service where 
his ambition has more scope for gratification than in 
the British navy." 

"Precisely," agreed the Admiral. "And do you 
happen to be ambitious ? " 

" Yes," I answered frankly. " Every one of my suc- 
cesses, such as they have been, has been robbed of a 
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very appreciable amount of its sweetness by the 
reflection of the far greater honour and glory that, 
would have been mine had I happened to have been 
a wearer of the King's uniform." 

" Then," said the Admiral, " may I take it that, if an 
opportunity were to offer for you to enter the King's 
service, you would accept it ? " 

" Undoubtedly you may, sir," answered I excitedly, 
as the drift of the conversation suggested itself to me 
for the first time. Then, in a flash, I qualified my 
statement by adding : " Of course I mean if I could 
enter as a commissioned officer. As a warrant officer I 
fear I should be quite out of place. I have had so 
much liberty, and have been, so to speak, my own 
master for so long " 

" That you think you would find the discipline irk- 
some ? " interrupted the Admiral. " My dear boy, I 
have no doubt you would, and nobody but a fool 
would ever think of spoiling a fine, dashing, young 
fellow like yourself by attempting any such transfor- 
mation. As you say, you would be woefully out of 
place in such a position. Tou would be wasted. But 
upon your own quarter-deck, with a good crew of 
thoroughly disciplined men to back you up, and the 
authority of the King's commission to give you confi- 
dence, you would soon make a name and a place for 
yourself. Now, you did a very important and valuable 
service to the State when you brought timely intelli- 
gence of the approach of the combined French and 
Spanish fleets to West Indian waters, and you did a 
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still more important and valuable service in watching 
that fleet, and afterwards communicating with Lord 
Nelson. In recognition of those services, therefore, it 
affords me very great pleasure to offer you a commis- 
sion as lieutenant in His Majesty's navy. There it is, 
my boy," producing a large official-looking document 
from his pocket ; " and I sincerely hope that you will 
not only accept it, but that also, with such friendly 
help as I may be able to afford you, you will rapidly 
distinguish yourself and do credit to my penetration 
in selecting you for so unusual an honour." 

For the moment I was altogether too thoroughly 
overwhelmed to utter a word, which the old gentleman 
at once perceived, for he said hastily : 

"There, there! no thanks, no thanks; I know ex- 
actly what you are struggling to say, and I will take 
it as said. You need not trouble to thank me in 
words. Let your deeds express your gratitude ; and 
if you behave as well under the pennant as you 
have hitherto done under the merchant flag, I shall be 
more than satisfied. And I intend to give you every 
opportunity of distinguishing yourself and doing me 
credit. For it happens that the Triton's boats cap- 
tured a becalmed pirate schooner last week, and 
brought her in. The lieutenant who led the attack lost 
his life, poor fellow, in boarding, so that he has not 
to be considered; and I propose, therefore, to pur- 
chase the craft into the service and give you the com- 
mand of her. She sails like a witch, I am told, and 
is a wonderfully powerful vessel, just the sort of craft 
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to give a smart, young fellow like yourself every 
chance to race up the ratlines of promotion. So now, 
all that you have to do is to arrange somehow to be 
relieved of your present command as soon as possible, 
and then to step into your new berth." 

This I had no difficulty whatever in doing, thanks 
to the lucky chance of Captain Winter being in the 
same port. I slept at the Pen that night, my kind 
friend, the Admiral, insisting upon my so doing ; and 
the next evening I found myself in a position to in- 
form him that all arrangements had been made to 
relieve me of the command of the Sword Fish, and 
to take the galleon home to England. And within 
forty-eight hours of the receipt of my commission I 
had entered upon my new career, and had ceased to be 
a privateersmaiL 



THE END 
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" Wherever English is spoken one imagines that Mr. Henty's 
name is known. One cannot enter a schoolroom or look at a 
boy's bookshelf without seeing half-a-dozen of bis familiar 
volumes. Mr. Henty is no doubt the most successful writer 
for boys, and the one to whose new volumes they look forward 
every Christmas with most pleasure."— Review of Reviews. 
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BOOKS FOR TOUA'G PEOPLE 



BY G. A. HENTY 
NEW STORIES FOR THE SEASON OF 1896 



AT AGINCOURT 

A Tale of the White Hoods of Paris. With 12 fall-page 
Illustrations by Walter Paget. Grown 8vo, olivine 
edges, #1.50. 

The story begins in a grim f endal castle in Normandie, on the old 
frontier between France and England, where the lad Guy Aylmer had 
gone to join his father's old friend Sir Eustace de Villeroy. The times 
were troublous and soon the French king compelled Lady Margaret de 
Villeroy with her children to go to Paris an hostages for Sir Eustace's 
loyalty. Guy Aylmer went wi h her as her page and body-guard. Paris 
was turbulent and the populace riotous. Soon the guild of the butchers, 
adopting white hoods as their uniform, seized the city, and besiegea 
the house where our hero and his charges lived. After desperate fighting, 
the white hoods were beaten and our hero and his charges escaped from tbe 
city, and from France. He came back to share in the great battle of 
Aginoourt, and when peace followed returned with honor to England. 

ON THE IRRAWADDY 

A Story of the First Burmese War. With 8 full -page Illus- 
trations by W. H. Overknd. Crown 8vo, olivine edges, 
$1.50. 

The hero having an uncle, a trader on the Indian and Burmese 
livers, goes out to join him. Soon after war is declared by Bur- 
man against England and he is drawn into it. His familiarity with the 
Burmese customs and language make him of such use that he is put 
upon Sir Archibald Campbell's staff He has many experiences and 
narrow escapes in battles and in scouting. With half-a-dozen men he 
rescues his cousin who had been taken prisoner, and in the flight they are 
besieged in an old ruined temple. His escape and ultimate successful 
return to England show what a clear head with pluck can do. 

WITH COCHRANE THE DAUNTLESS . 

A Tale of the Exploits of Lord Cochrane in South American 
Waters. With 12 full-page Illustrations by W. H. 
Mabqetson. Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

The hero of this story, an orphaned lad, accompanies Cochrane as 
midshipman, and serves in the war between Chili and Pern. He has 
many exciting adventures in battles by sea and land, is taken prisoner 
and condemned to death by the Inquisition, but escapes by a long and 
thrilling flight across South America snd down the Amazon, piloted by 
two faithful Indians. His plunk and coolness prove him a fit companion 
to Cochrane the Dauntless, and his final success is well deserved. 
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BY Q. A. HENTY 

"Bojb like stirring ad ven tares, and Mr. Henty la a master of this method 
of composition."— New Fork Times. 



A KNIGHT OF THE WHITE CROSS 

A Tale of the Siege of Rhodes. With 12 full-page Illustra- 
tions by Ralph Peacock, and a Plan. Crown 8vo, olivine 
edges, $1.50. 

Gervaise Tresham, the hero of this story, joins the Order of the 
Knights of St. John, and leaving England he proceeds to the stronghold 
of Rhodes. Subsequently, Gervaise is made a Knight of the White 
Cross for valor, while soon after he is appointed commander of a war- 
galley, and in his first voyage destroys a fleet of Moorish corsairs. Dur- 
ing one of his cruises the young knight is attacked on shore, captured 
after a desperate struggle, and sold into slavery in Tripoli. He succeeds 
in escaping, however, and returns to Rhodes in time to take part in the 
splendid defence of that fortress. Altogether a fine chivalrous tale of 
varied interest and foil of noble daring. 



THE TIGER OF MYSORE 

A Story of the War with Tippoo Saib. With 12 full-page 
Illustrations by W. H. Mabgetson, and a Map. Crown 
8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

Dick Holland, whose father is supposed to be a captive of Tippoo Saib, 
goes to India to help him to escape. He joins the army under Lord 
Cornwallis, aod takes part in the campaign against Tippoo. Afterws rd*, 
he assumes a dipguise, enters 8eringapatam, the cap tal of Mysore, res- 
cues Tippoo's harem from a tiger, and is appointed to high office by the 
tyrant. In this capacity Dick visits the hill fortresses, still in search of 
his father, and at last he discovers him in the great stronghold of Savan- 
droog. The hazardous rescue through the enemy's country is at length 
accomplished, and the young fellow's dangerous mission is done. 

THROUGH RUSSIAN SNOWS 

A Story of Napoleon's Retreat from Moscow. With 8 full- 
page Illustrations by W. H. Overend, and 3 Maps. Crown 
8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

The hero, Julian Wyatt, after several adventures with smugglers, by 
whom he is handed over a prisoner to the French, regains his freedom 
and joins Napoleon's army in the Russian campaign, and reaches Moscow 
with the victorious Emperor. Then, when the terrible retreat begin*, 
Julian finds himself in the rear guard of the French army, fighting des- 
perately, league by league, against famine, snow-storms, wolves, and 
Russians Ultimately he escapes out of the general disaster, after rescu- 
ing the daughter of a Russian Count ; makes his way to St Petersburg, 
and then returns to England. A story with an excellent plot, exciting 
adventures, and splendid historical interests. 
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BY Q. A. HENTY 

" Here we have Mr. George Henty— the Boys' Own Author."— Punch. 



WULF THE SAXON 

A Story of the Norman Conquest By G. A. Hknty. With 
12 fall-page Illustrations by Ralph Pkaoogk. Crown 
8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

The hero is a yonng thane who wins the favor of Earl Harold and be- 
comes one of his retinae. When Harold becomes King of England Wulf 
assists in the Welsh wars, and takes part against the Norsemen at the 
Battle of Stamford Bridge. When William of Normandy invades Eng- 
land, Wolf is with the English host at Hastings, and stands by his king 
to the last in the mighty straggle. Altogether this is a noble tale. 
Wolf himself is a rare example of Saxon vigor, and the spaoions back- 
ground of stormful history lends itself admirably to heroic romance. 

BERIC THE BRITON 

A Story of the Roman Invasion. By G. A. Hbntt. With 
12 full-page Illustrations by W. Parkinson. Crown 8vo t 
olivine edges, $1.50. 

This etory deals with the invasion of Britain by the Roman legionaries. 
Baric, who is a boy-chief of a British tribe, takes a prominent part in 
the insurrection under Boadicea: and after the defeat of that heroic 
queen (in A.D. 62) he oontinues the struggle in the fen -country. Ulti- 
mately Beric is defeated and carried captive to Rome, where he is trained 
in the exercise of arms in a school of gladiators. Such is the skill which 
he there acquires that he succeeds in saving a Christian maid by slaying 
a lion in the arena, and is rewarded by being made librarian in the palace, 
and the personal protector of Nero. Finally he escapes from this irksome 
service, organizes a band of outlaws in Calabria, defies the power of 
Rome, and at length returns to Britain, where he becomes a wise ruler 
of his own people. 

WHEN LONDON BURNED 

A Story of the Plague and the Fire. By G. A. Henty. With 
12 full-page Illustrations by J. Finnbmobe. Crown 8vo, 
olivine edges, $1.50. 

The hero of this story was the son of a nobleman who had lost his estates 
daring the troublous times of the Commonwealth. Instead of hanging 
idly about the court seeking favors. Cvril Shenstone determined to main- 
tain himself by honest work. During the Great Plapue and the Great Fire, 
which visited London with such terrible results, Sir Cyril wa« prominent 
among those who brought help to the panic-stricken inhabitants. This 
tale has rich variety of interest, both national and personal, and in the 
hero you have an English lad of the noblest- type-— wise, humane, and 
unselfish. 
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"Sorely Mr. Henty should understand boys' tastes better than any man 
living."— Tfw Timet. 

ST, BARTHOLOMEW'S EVE 

A Tale of the Huguenot Wars. By G. A. Henty. With 12 
full-page Illustrations by H. J. Draper, and a Map. 
Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

The hero, Philip Fletcher, is a right true English lad, but he has a 
French connection on his mother's side. This kinship induces him to 
cross the Channel in order to take a share in that splendid straggle for 
freedom known as the Huguenot wars. Naturally he sides with the 
Protestants, distinguishes himself in various battles, and receives rapid 
promotion for the zeal and daring with which he carries out several secret 
missions. It is an enthralling narrative throughout 

REDSKIN AND COW-BOY 

A Tale of the Western Plains. By G. A. Henty. With 12 
full-page Illustrations by Alfred Pearse. Crown 8vo, 
olivine edges, $1.50. 

The central interest of this story is found in tbe many adventures of an 
English lad who seeks employment as a cow-boy on a cattle ranch. His 
experiences during a '* round-up " present in picturesque form the toil- 
some, exciting, adventurous life of a cow-boy; while the perils of a 
frontier settlement are vividly set forth in an Indian raid, accompanied 
by pillage, capture, and recapture. The story is packed full of breezy 
adventure, 

WITH LEE IN VIRGINIA 

A Story of the American Civil War. By G. A. Henty. With 
10 full-page Illustrations by Gordon Browne, and 6 Maps. 
Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

The story of a yonng Virginian planter, who, after bravely proving his 
sympathy with the slaves of brutal masters, serves with no less courage 
and enthusiasm under Lee and Jackson through the most exciting events 
of the struggle. He has many hairbreadth escapes, is several times 
wounded, and twice taken prisoner; but his courage and readiness and, 
in two cases, the devotion of a black servant and of a runaway slave 
whom he had assisted bring him safely through all difficulties. 

THROUGH THE SIKH WAR 

A Tale of the Conquest of the Punjaub. By G. A. Henty. 
With 12 full-page Illustrations by Hal Hurst, and a 
Map. Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

Percy Groves, a spirited English lad, joins his uncle in the Pnnjaub, 
where the natives are in a state of revolt. When the authorities at Lahore 
proclaim war Percy joins the British force as a volunteer, and takes a 
distinguished share in the famous battles of the Punjaub. 
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' Ask for Uenty, and see that yon get him.'*— Punch. 



THE DASH FOR KHARTOUM 

A Tale of the Nile Expedition. By G. A. Henty. With 10 
full-page Illustrations by John Sohonbebo and J. Nash. 
Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

Tn the record of recent British history there is no more captivating page 
for boys than the story of the Nile campaign, and the attempt to rescue 
General Gordon. For, in the difficulties which the expedition encount- 
ered, in the perils which it overpassed, and in its final tiagic disappoint- 
ments, are found all the excitements of romance, as well as the fascination 
which belongs to real events. 

BONNIE PRINCE CHARLIE 

A Tale of Fontenoy and Culloden. By G. A. Henty. With 
12 full-page Illustrations by Gordon Bbownb. Crown 
8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

The adventures of the son of a Scotch officer in French service. The 
boy, brought up by a Glasgow bailie, is arrested for aidiug a Jacobite 
agent, escapes, is wrecked on the French coast, reaches Paris, and serves 
with the French army at Dettingen. He kills his father's foe in a duel, 
and escaping to the coast, Bhares the adventures of Prince Charlie, but 
finally settles happily in Scotland. 

UNDER DRAKE'S FLAG 

A Tale of the Spanish Main. By G. A. Henty. With 12 
full-page Illustrations by Gordon Browne. Crown 8vo, 
olivine edges, $1.50. 

A story of the days when England and Spain struggled for the suprem- 
acy of the sea Tne heroes sail as lads with Drake in the Pacific expe- 
dition, and in his great voyage of circumnavigation. The historical 
portion of the story is absolutely to be relied upon, bnt this will perhape 
bd less attractive than the great variety of exciting adventure through 
which the young heroes pass in the course of their voyages. 

WITH WOLFE IN CANADA 

Or, The Winning of a Continent. By G. A. Hentt. With 12 
full-page Illustrations by Gordon Browne. Crown 8vo, 
olivine edges, $1.50. 

Mr. Henty here gives an acconnt of the struggle between Bri'ain and 
Fr i nee for supremacy in the North American continent. The fall of 
Quebec decided that the Anglo-Saxon race should predominate in the 
New World; and that English and American commerce, the English 
language, and English literature, should spread right round the globe. 
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* Mr. Henty la one of the best of story-tellers for young people."— Spectator. 



BY PIKE AND DYKE 

A Tale of the Rise of the Dutch Republic. By G. A. Henty. 
With 10 full-page Illustrations by Maynard Brown, and 
4 Maps. Grown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

In thin story Mr. Henty traoes the adventures and brave deeds of an 
English boy in the household of the ablest man of his age— William the 
Silent Edward Martin, the son of an English sea-captain, eaters the 
service of the Prino as a volunteer, and is employed by him in many 
dangerous and responsible missions, in the discharge of which he passes 
through the great sieges of the time. 

BY ENGLAND'S AID 

Gr, The Freeing of the Netherlands (1585-1604). By G. A. 
Henty. With 10 full-page Illustrations by Alfred Pbabsb, 
and 4 Maps. Grown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

The story of two English lads who go to Holland as pages in the service 
of one of "the fighting Veres. " After many adventures by sea and land, 
one of the lads finds himself on board a Spanish ship at the time of the 
defeat of the Armada, and escapes only to fall into the bands of the Cor- 
sairs. He is successful in getting back to Spain, and regains his native 
country after the capture of Cadis. 

IN THE HEART OF THE ROCKIES 

A Story of Adventure in Colorado. By G. A. Henty. With 
8 full-page Illustrations by G. C. Hindley. Grown 8vo, 
olivine edges, $1.50. 

From first to last this is a story of splendid hazard. The hero, Tom 
Wade, goes to seek his uncle in Colorado, who is a hunter and gold- 
digger, and he is discovered, after many dangers, out on the plains with 
some comrades. Going in quest of a gold mine the little band is spied 
by Indians, p h as e d across the Bad Lands, and overwhelmed by a snow- 
storm in the mountains. 

BY RIGHT OF CONQUEST 

Or, With Cortez in Mexico. By G. A. Henty. With 10 full- 
page Illustrations by W. S. Stagey, and 2 Maps. Crown 
8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

With the Conquest of Mexico as the ground-work of his story, 
Mr. Henty has interwoven the adventures of an English youth. 
He is beset by many perils among the natives, but by a ruse he obtains 
the protection of the Spaniards, and after the fall of Mexico he succeeds 
in regaining bis native shore, with a fortune and a charming Aztec bride. 
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BY G. A. HENTY 

" No living writer of books for boys writes to better purpose than Mr. O. A. 
Henty."— PhOadelpMa Press. 



TRUE TO THE OLD FLAG 

A Tale of the American War of Independence. By G. A. 
Henty. With 12 full-page Illustrations by Gordon 
Browne. Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

A graphic and vigorous story of the American Revolution, which paints 
the scenes with great power, and does full justice to the pluck and de- 
termination of the soldiers during the unfortunate struggle. 



THE LION OF ST. MARK 

A Tale of Venice in the Fourteenth Century. By G. A. Henty. 
With 10 full -page Illustrations by Gordon Browne. 
Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

A story of Venice at a period when her strength and splendor were put 
to the severest tests. The hero displays a fine sense and manliness which 
carry him safely through an atmosphere of intrigue, crime, and blood- 
shed. He contributes largely to the victories of the Venetians at Porto 
d'Anzo and Chioggia. and finally wins the hand of the daughter of one 
of the chief men of Venice. 



THE LION OF THE NORTH 

A Tale of Gustavus Adolphus and the Wars of Religion. By 
G. A. Henty. With 12 full page Illustrations by John 
Schonberg. Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

In this story Mr. Henty gives the history of the first part of the Thirty 
Years* War. The issue had its importance, which has extended to the 
present day, as it estab'ished religions freedom in Germany. The army 
of the chivalrous King of Sweden was largely composed of Scotchmen, 
and among these was the hero of the story. 

IN GREEK WATERS 

A Story of the Grecian War of Independence (1821-1827). 
By G. A. Henty. With 12 full-page Illustrations by W. S. 
Stacet, and a Map. Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

Deals with the revolt of the Greeks in 1821 against Turkish oppression. 
Mr. Beveridge and his son Horace fit out a privateer, load it with 
military stores, and set sail for Greece. They rescue the Christians, 
relieve the captive Greeks, and fight the Turkish war vessels. 
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BY Q. A. HENTY 

* Mr. Henty's books never fall to Interest boy readers."— Academy, 



WITH CLIVE IN INDIA 

Or, The Beginnings of an Empire. By G. A. Henty. With 
12 full-page Illustrations by Gordon Bbownb, and a Map. 
Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

The period between the landing of Olive in India and the dose of his 
career was eventful in the extreme. At its commencement the English 
were traders existing on sufferance of the native princes; at its close they 
were masters of Bengal and of the greater part of Southern India. The 
author has given a full account of the events of that stirring time, while 
he combines with his narrative a thrilling tale of daring and adventure. 

THE YOUNG CARTHAGINIAN 

A Story of the Times of Hannibal. Bv G. A. Hbntt. With 
12 full-page Illustrations by O. J. Staniland, R.I. Crown 
8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

There is no better field for romance- writers in the whole of history than 
the momentous struggle between the Romans and Carthaginians for the 
empire of the world. Mr. Henty has had the full advantage of mm h un- 
exhausted pioturesque and impressive material, and has thus been enabled 
to form a striking historic background to as exciting a story of adventure 
as the keenest appetite could wish. 

FOR THE TEMPLE 

A Tale of the Fall of Jerusalem. By G. A. Hknty. With 10 
full-page Illustrations by S. J. Solomon, and a colored 
Map. Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

Mr. Henty here weaves into the record of Josephus an admirable and 
attractive story. The troubles in the distriot of Tiberias, the march of the 
legions, the sieves of Jotapata, of Gamala, and of Jerusalem , form the 
impressive setting to the figure of the lad who becomes the leader of a 
guerrilla band of patriots, fights bravely for the Temple, and after a brief 
term of slavery at Alexandria, returns to his Galilean home. 

THROUGH THE FRAY 

A Story of the Luddite Riots. By G. A Henty. With 12 
full-page Illustrations by H. M. Paget. Crown 8vo, 
olivine edges, $1.50. 

The story is laid in Yorkshire at the commencement of the present cen- 
tury, when the high price of food induced by the war and the introduction 
of machinery drove tbe working-classes to desperation, and caused them 
to band themselves in that wide-spread organization known as the Luddite 
Society. There is an abundance of adventure in tbe tale, but its chief 
interest lies in the ohar^er of the he-o, and the manner in which he 
is put on trial for his life, but at last comes victorious " through the fray." 
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BY Q. A. HENTY 

" The brUrttest of au the Bring witters whose oAee It to to enchant the 
boya/'— Christum Leader. 



CAPTAIN RAYLEVS HEIR 

A Tale of the Gold Fields of California. By G. A. Hkntt. 
With 12 fall-page Illustrations by H. M. Paget. Grown 
8vo, olivine edges, $L50. 

A frank, manly lad and his cousin are rivals in the heirship of a ooneider- 
able propertj. Tbe former fall* into a trap laid by the latter, and while 
nnder a false accusation of theft foolishly leaves England for America. . 
He works hw passage before the masts joins a small band of hunters. * 
c oases a tract of country infested with Indians to the Californian gold 
diggings, and is successful both as digger and trader. 

IN FREEDOM'S CAUSE 

A Story of Wallace and Bruce. By G. A. Him. With 12 
full -page Illustrations by Goudon Brown*. Grown 8ro, 
olivine edges, $1.50. 

Relates the stirring tale of tbe Scottish War of Independence. The 
hero of the tale f ought under both Wallace and Bruce, and while the 
strictest historical accuracy has been maintained with respect to public 
events, the work is full of " hairbreadth 'scapes 1 * and wild adventure. 

A JACOBITE EXILE 

Being the Adventures of a Young Englishman in the Service 
of Charles XII. of Sweden. By G. A. Hkntt. With 8 
full-page Illustrations by Paul Habdy, and a Map. Grown 
8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

Sir Marmaduke Car^tairs, a Jacobite, is the victim of a conspiracy, and 
he is denounced as a plotter against the life of King William. He flies to 
Sweden, accompanied by his son Charlie. This youth joins the foreign 
legion under Charles XII., and takes a distinguished part in several 
famous campaigns against the Russians and Poles. 

CONDEMNED AS A NIHILIST 

A Story of Escape from Siberia. By G. A. Hkntt. With 8 
full-page Illustrations. Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

The hero of this story is an English boy resident in St. Petersburg. 
Through two student friends he becomes innocently involved in various 
political plots, resulting in his seizure by the Rnssian police and his exile 
to Siberia. He ultimately escapes, and. after many exciting adventures, 
he reaches Norway, and thence home, after a perilous journey which lasts 
nearly two years. 
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BY Q. A. HENTY 

•• Mr. Henty Lb one of oar most successful writers of historical tales.'* 

—Scotsman, 

IN THE REIGN OF TERROR 

The Adventures of a Westminster Boy. By G. A. Henty. 
"With 8 full -page Illustrations by J. Sohonberg. Crown 
8vo, olivine edges, $1.60. 

Harry Bandwith, a Westminster boy, becomes a resident at the chateau 
of a French marquis, and after various adventures accompanies the 
family to Paris at the crisis of the Revolution. Imprisonment and death 
reduce their number, and the hero finds himself beset by perils with the 
three young daughters of the house in his charge. After hair-breadth 
escapes they reach Nantes. There the girls are condemned to death in 
the ooffinships, but are saved by the unfailing courage of their boy- 
protector. 

ST* GEORGE FOR ENGLAND 

A Tale of Cressy and Poitiers. By G. A. Henty, With 8 full- 
page Illustrations by Gordon Browne, Crown 8vo, $1.50. 

No portion of English history is more crowded with great events than 
that of the reign of Edward IIL Cressy and Poitiers ; the destruction of 
the Spanish fleet ; the plague of the Black Death ; the Jacquerie rising: 
these are treated by the author in " St. George for England." The hero of 
the story, although of good family, begins life as a London apprentice, 
but after countless adventures and perils becomes by valor and good 
conduct the squire, and at last the trusted friend of the Black Prince. 

A CHAPTER OF ADVENTURES 

Or, Through the Bombardment of Alexandria. By G. A, 
Henty. With 6 full-page Illustrations by W. H. Over- 
end. Crown 8vo, $1.25. 

A coast fishing lad, by an act of heroism, secures the interest of a ship- 
owner, who places him as an apprentice on board one of his thips. In 
company with two of his fellow-apprentices he is left behind, at Alex- 
andria, in the hands of the revolted Egyptian troops, and is present 
tbrongh the bombardment and the scenes of riot and blood-shea which 
accompanied it. 

HELD FAST FOR ENGLAND 

A Tale of the Siege of Gibraltar. By G. A. Henty. With 
8 full-page Illustrations by Gordon Browne. Crown 8vo, 
olivine edges, $1.50. 

This story deals with one of the most memorable sieges in history— 
the siege of Gibraltar in 1779-83 by the united forces of Prance and 
Spain. With land forces, fleets, and floating batteries, the combined re- 
sources of two great nations, this grim fortress was vainly besieged and 
bombarded. The hero of the tale, an English lad resident in Gibraltar, 
takes a brave and worthy part in the long defence, and it is through his 
varied experiences that we learn with what bravery, resource, and te- 
nacity the Book was held for England. 
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BY Q. A. HENTY 

" Among writers of stories of adventures for boys Mr. Hentj stands In the 
very first rank."— Academy. 

FOR NAME AND FAME 

Or, Through Afghan Passes. By G. A. Hbntt. With 8 full- 
page Illustrations by Gordon Bbownb. Grown 8vo, 
olivine edges, $1.50. 

An interesting story of the last war in Afghanistan. The hero, after 
being wrecked and going through many stirring adventures among the 
Malays, finds his way to Calcutta and enlists in a regiment proceeding to 
join the army at the Afghan passes. He accompanies the force under 
General Roberts to the Peiwar Kotal, is wounded, taken prisoner, carried 
to Cabal, whence he is transferred to Cahdahar, and takes part in the 
final defeat of the army of Ayoub Khan. 

ORANGE AND GREEN 

A Tale of the Boyne and Limerick. By G. A. Hbntt. With 
8 full-page Illustrations by Gordon Bbownb. Grown 
8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

The record of two typical families — the Davenants, who, having come 
over with Strongbow, had allied themselves in feeling to the original in- 
habitants ; and the Whitefoots, who had been placed by Cromwell over 
certain domains of the Davenants. In the children the spirit of conten- 
tion has given place to friendship, and thongh they take opposite sides 
in the struggle between James and William, their good-will and mutual 
service are never interrupted, and in the end the Davenants come hap- 
pily to their own again. 

MAORI AND SETTLER 

A Story of the New Zealand War. By G. A. Hbntt. With 
8 full-page Illustrations by Alfred Pbarsb. Crown 8vo, 
olivine edges, $1.50. 

The Renshaws emigrate to New Zealand during the period of the war 
with the natives. Wilfrid, a strong, self-reliant, courageous lad, is the 
mainstay of the household. He has for his friend Mr. Atherton, a botan- 
ist and naturalist of herculean strength and unfailing nerve and humor. 
In the adventures among the Maoris, there are many breathless moments 
in which the odds seem hopelessly against the party, but they succeed in 
establishing themselves happily in one of the pleasant New Zealand 
valleys. 

A FINAL RECKONING 

A Tale of Bush Life in Australia. By G. A. Hbntt. With 
8 full-page Illustrations by W. B. Wollbn. Grown 8vo, 
olivine edges, $1.50. 

The hero, a young English lad. after rather a stormy boyhood, emi- 
grates to Australia and gets employment as an officer in the mounted 
Eolice. A few years of active work on the frontier, where he has many a 
rush with both natives and bush-rangers, gain him promotion to a cap- 
taincy, and he eventually settles down to the peaceful life of a squatter. 
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BY Q. A. HENTY 

* Mr. Henty 8 books are welcome visitors In the home circle."— Dotty Newt. 



THE BRAVEST OF THE BRAVE 

Or, With Peterborough in Spain. By G. A. Hbntt. With 
8 full-page Illustrations by H. M. Paget, Crown 8vo, 
olivine edges, $1.50. 

There are few great leaders whose lives and actions have so completely 
fallen into oblivion as those of the Earl of Peterborough. This is largely 
doe to the fact that they were overshadowed by the glory and successes 
of Marlborough. His career as General extended over little more than 
a year, and yet, in that time, he showed a genius for warfare which has 
never been surpassed. 

THE DRAGON AND THE RAVEN 

Or, The Days of King Alfred. By G. A. Henty. With 8 full- 
page Illustrations by 0. J. Staniland, R.L Crown 8vo, 
olivine edges, $1.50. 

In this story the author gives an account of the fieroe struggle 
between Saxon and Dane for supremacy in England, and presents a vivid 
picture of the misery and ruin to which the country was reduced by the 
ravages of the sea-wolves. The hero, a young Saxon thane, takes part in 
aU the battles fought by King Alfred. He is driven from his home, takes 
to the sea, and resists the Danes on their own element, and being pursued 
by them up the Seine, is present at the long and desperate siege of Paris. 

FACING DEATH 

Or, The Hero of the Vaughan Pit. A Tale of the Coal Mines. 
By G. A. Henty. With 8 full-page Illustrations by 
Gobdon Browne. Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

41 Facing Death " is a story with a purpose. It is intended to show that 
a lad who makes up his mind firmly and resolutely that he will rise in 
life, and who is prepared to face toil and ridicule and hardship to carry 
out his determination, is sure to succeed. The hero of the story is a 
typical British boy, dogged, earnest, -generous, and though "snameiaoed" 
to a degree, is ready to face death in the discharge of duty. 

BY SHEER PLUCK 

A Tale of the Ashanti War. By G. A. Henty. With 8 full- 
page Illustrations by Gordon Bbownb. Crown 8vo, 
olivine edges, $1.50. 

The author has woven, in a tale of thrilling interest, all the details of 
the Ashanti campaign, of which he was himself a witness. His hero, 
after many exciting adventures in the interior, is detained a prisoner by 
the king just before the outbreak of the war, but escapes, and accom- 
panies the English expedition on their march to Coomaseie. 
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BY Q. A. HENTY 

" Mr. Henty might with entire propriety be called the boys' 81r Walter 
Scott."— Philadelphia Press. 



THE CAT OF BUBASTES 

A Story of Ancient Egypt. By G. A. Henty. With 8 full- 
page Illustrations. Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

A story which will give young readers an unsurpassed insight into the 
custom* of the Eg) ptian people. Amuba, a prince of the Rebu nation, is 
carried with his charioteer Jethro into slavery. They beoome inmates of 
the house of Ameres, the Egyptian high-priest, and are happy in his 
service an til the priest's son accidentally kills the saored cat of feu bastes. 
In an outburst of popular fury Ameres is killed, and it rests with Jethro 
and Amuba to secure the escape of the high-priest's son and daughter. 

ONE OF THE 28™ 

A Tale of Waterloo. By G. A. Henty. With 8 full-page Il- 
lustrations by W. H. Overknd, and 2 Maps. Crown 8vo, 
olivine edges, $1.50. 

The hero of this story, Ralph Conway, has many varied and exciting 
adventures. He enters the army, and after some rough service in Ire- 
land takes part in the Waterloo campaign, from whion he returns with 
the loss of an arm, but with a substantial fortune. 

STURDY AND STRONG 

Or, How George Andrews made his Way. By G. A. Henty. 
With 4 full-page Illustrations. Crown 8vo, $1.00. 

The history of a hero of everyday life, whose love of truth, clothing 
of modesty, and innate pluck, carry him, naturally, from poverty to af- 
fluence. George Andrews is an example of character with nothing to 
cavil at, and stands as a good instance of chivalry in domestic life. 

TALES OF DARING AND DANGER 

By G. A. Henty. With 2 full-page Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, 75 cents. 

Containing five stories, varied in scene and character, but all of ad- 
venturous interest and telling of youthful heroism under dangerous and 
trying circumstances on land and on sea. 



By G. A. Henty. With 2 full-page Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, 75 cents. 



YARNS ON THE BEACH 

Ienty. With 2 full-page Illustratio 
cents. 

This book should find special favor among boys. The yarns are spun 
by old sailors, and are admirably calculated to foster a manly spirit 

/Google 



Digitized by * 



BOOKS FOR YOUNQ PEOPLE 15 



BY KIRK MUNROE 



THE "WHITE CONQUERORS" SEHIES 



THROUGH SWAMP AND GLADE 

A Tale of the Seminole "War. By Kirk Munroe. With 8 full- 
page Illustrations by Victor Pebabd. Crown 8vo, $1.25. 

In this new story Mr. Munroe opens to view an exceedingly interesting 
period of American history — the period of the Seminole War in Florida. 
Coacoochee, the hero of the story, is a yonng Indian of noble birth, the 
son of Philip the chieftain of the Scminoles. lie is a boy at the time of 
the beginning of the Seminole troubles and grows up to lead his tribe in 
the long struggle which resulted in the Indians being driven from the 
north of Florida down to the distant southern wilderness. It is a 
dramatic story, set in scenes of rich tropical luxuriance, and peopled 
with the strangely contrasted characters of the place and period — the 
Spaniards, the English, the American soldiers, and the slave dealers, the 
negroes, the Indians, and the half-breeds. It is full of strange adventure, 
of stirring incident and rapid action, and it is a true and faithful picture 
of a period of history little known to young readers. The pictures will be 
highly appreciated by the reader, for they are well drawn, are fall of life, 
and admirably illustrate the text. 



AT WAR WITH PONTIAC 

Or, The Totem of the Bear. A Tale of Redcoat and Redskin. 
By Kirk Munroe. With 8 full-page Illustrations by 
J. Ftnnemorb. 12mo, $1.25. 

A story of old days in America when Detroit was a frontier town and 
the shores of Lake Erie were held by hostile Indians under Pontiac. 
The hero, Donald Hester, goes in searoh of his sister Edith, who has 
been captured by the Indians. Strange and terrible are his experiences ; 
for he is wounded, taken prisoner, condemned to be burned, and con- 
trives to escape. In the end there is peace between Pontiac and the 
English, and all things terminate happily for the hero. One dares not 
skip a page of this enthralling story. 



THE WHITE CONQUERORS 

A Tale of Toltec and Aztec. By Kirk Munroe. With 8 full- 
page Illustrations by W. S. Stagey. 12mo, $1.25. 

This story deals with the Conquest of Mexico by Cortes and his 
Spaniards, the " White Conquerors," who, after many deeds of valor, 
pushed thf ir way into the great Aztec kingdom and established their 
power in the wondrous city where Montezuma reigned in barbaric 
splendor. 
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BY ROBERT LEIGHTON 

" Mr. Lelghton's place is In tbe front rank of writers of boys' books." 

— Standard. 

OLAF THE GLORIOUS 

By Robbbt Lekjhton. With 8 fall-page Illustrations by 
Ralph Peacock. Crown 8vo, olivine edges, SI. 60. 

This story of Olaf the Glorious, King of Norway, opens with the 
incident of his being found by his uncle living as a bond-slave in Esthonia, 
and it follows him through his romantic youth in the court of King Val- 
demar of Russia. Then come his adventures as a Viking and his raids 
upon the coasts of Scotland and England, bis victorious battle against the 
English at Maldon in Essex, his being bought off by Ethelred the Unready, 
and his conversion to Christianity. He then returns to Pagan Norway, 
is accepted as king, and converts his people to the Christian faith. 

WRECK OF "THE GOLDEN FLEECE" 

The Story of a North Sea Fisher-boy. By Robert Leighton. 
With 8 full-page Illustrations by Fbank Brangwtn. 
Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

A description of life on the wild North Sea — the hero being a parson's 
son who is apprenticed on board a Lowestoft fishing lugger. The lad 
has to suffer many buffets from his shipmates, while the storms and dan- 
gers which he braved on board the North Star are set forth with 
minute knowledge and intense power. The wreck of the Golden Fleece 
forms the climax to a thrilling series of desperate mischances. 

THE THIRSTY SWORD 

A Story of the Norse Invasion of Scotland (1262-63). By 

Robert Leighton. With 8 full -page Illustrations by 

Alfred Pearsb, and a Map. Crown 8vo, olivine edges, 

$1.50. 

This story tells how Roderic Mac Alpin, the sea-rover, came to the Isle 

of Bute : how he slew his brother Earl Hamish in Rothesay Castle ; how 

Alpin. tne earl's eldest son, challenged his nncle to ordeal by battle, and 

was likewise slain; how young Ken no now became king of Bute, and vowed 

vengeance against the slayer of his brother and father ; and finally, it tells 

bow this vow was kept, when Kenrio and the murderous sea rover met at 

midnight on Garroch Head, and ended their feud in one last great fight. 

THE PILOTS OF POMONA 

A Story of the Orkney Islands. By Robert Lekjhton. With 
8 full-page Illustrations by John Leighton, and a Map. 
Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

Halcro Ericson, the hero, tells his story with great simplicity and 
directness, and happens npon many exciting adventures and hardy ex- 
periences, through which ne carries himself with quiet courage. The 
story gives a vivid presentation of the fisher-folk in these far northern 
islands. 
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BY HARRY COLLINCWOOD 



THE LOG OF A PRIVATEERSMAN 

By Harry Collingwood. With 12 full-page Illustrations 
by W. Rainby, R.I. Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 
In the war between Napoleon and the British, many privateers were 
sent out from England to seize and destroy the French merchant vessels. 
On one of these, fitted ont by his rich uncle, George Bowen went as 
second mate. Long distance duels at sea, fights at close quarters, fierce 
boarding attacks, capture and recapture, flight and pursuit, storm and 
wreck, fire at sea and days without food or water in a small boat on the 
ocean, are some of the many thrilling exp- deuces our hero passed 
through. By timely information to Nelson he defeats Admiral 
Villeneuve's plans and so gains a command in the Royal Navy, ending 
his privateer life with honor and wealth. 

THE LOG OF "THE FLYING FISH" 

A Story of Aerial and Submarine Peril and Adventure. By 
Harry Collingwood. With 12 full-page Illustrations 
by Gordon Browne. Crown 8vo, 81.00. 
In this story the aim of the author has been, not only to interest and 
amuse, but also to stimulate a taste for scientific study. 

THE MISSING MERCHANTMAN 

By Harry Collingwood. With 6 full -page Pictures by W. 
H. OvEREND. Crown 8vo, $1.00. 
A fine Australian clipper is seized by the crew ; the passengers are 
landed on one deserted island, the captain and a junior officer on another ; 
and the young hero of the story is kept on board to navigate the ship, 
which the mutineers refit as a nirate vessel. After many adventures 
Ned succeeded in carrying off the ship, and in picking up the captain 
and the passengers. 

THE CONGO ROVERS 

A Tale of the Slave Squadron. By Harry Collingwood. 
With 8 full-page Illustrations by J. Schonberg. Crown 
8vo, $1.00. 

The scene of this tale is laid on the west coast of Africa. The hero 
of the story, a midshipman on board of one of the ships of the slave 
squadron, is enabled to render much valuable service to his superior offi- 
cers in unmasking a most daring and almost successful ruse on the part 
of the slavers. 

THE ROVER'S SECRET 

A Tale of the Pirate Cays and Lagoons of Cuba. By Harry 
Collingwood. With 6 full-page Illustrations by W. C. 
Symons. Crown 8vo, 81.00. 
The hero of " The Rover's Secret," a young officer of the British navy, 

narrates his peculiar experiences in childhood and his subsequent perils 

and achievements. 
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THE PIRATE ISLAND 

A Story of the South Pacific. By Harry Cot,lingwood, 
Illustrated by 8 full-page Pictures by C. J, Staniland 
and J. R. Wells. Crown 8vo, $1.50. 

Thia story details the adventures of a lad who was found in his infancy 
on board a wreck, and is adopted by a fisherman. By a deed of true 
gallantry his whole destiny is changed, and, going to sea, he forms one of 
a party who, after being burned out of their ship in the South Pacific, 
and experiencing great hardship and suffering in their boats, are picked 
up by a pirate Drig and taken to the " Pirate Island." After many 
thrilling adventures, they ultimately succeed in affecting their escape. 



BY S. BARING-GOULD 



GRKlTlk THE OUTLAW 

A Story of Iceland. By S. Baring- Gould. With 10 full- 
page Illustrations by M. Zeno Diemer, and a Colored 
Map. Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

A narrative of adventure of the most romantic kind, and at the same 
time an interesting and minutely accurate account of the old Icelandic 
families. No bov * ill be able to withstand the magic of such scenes as 
the fight of Grettir with twelve bearserks, and the wrestle with Karr the 
Old in the chamber of the dead. 

41 Is the boys 1 book of its year. It is told in simple, straightforward 
English, ss all stories should be, and it has a fresnness, a freedom, a 
sense of sun and wind and the open air which make it irresistible." 

— National Observer. 



BY F. FRANKFORT MOORE 



HIGHWAYS AND HIGH SEAS 

Cyril Harley's Adventures on Both. By F. Fbankpobt 
Moore. With 8 full-page Illustrations by Alfred Pbarsb. 
Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

The story belongs to a period when highways meaut post-chaises, coach' s, 
and highwaymen, and when high seas meant privateers and smugglers. 

UNDER HATCHES 

Or, Ned Woodthorpe's Adventures. By F. Frankfort Moore. 
With 8 full -page Illustrations by A. Forestier. Crown 
8vo, olivine edges, SI. 50. 

In rescuing another lad from drowning, Ned Woodthorpe is taken on 
board a convict ship. After a series of exciting events the convicts and 
crew obtain the mastery. Ultimately the ship is recaptured and Ned 
and his friends escape from their troubles. 
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BY DR. GORDON STABLES 



FOR LIFE AND LIBERTY 

A Story of Battle by Land and Sea. By Gordon Stables. 
With 8 full-page Illustrations by Sidney Paget. 12mo, 
$1.50. 

The story of an English boy who runs from home and joins the south- 
ern army in the late Civil War. He is accompanied by his chum, who 
enters the navy, and their various adventures in the great conflict are set 
forth with great vigor and are unfailing in interest. 

TO GREENLAND AND THE POLE 

A Story of Adventure in the Arctic Regions. By Gordon 
Stables, M.D., CM. With 8 full-page Illustrations by 
G. 0. Hindley, and a Map. Grown 8vo, olivine edges, 
«1.50. 

The unfailing fascination of Arctic venturing is presented in this story 
with new vividness. The autbor is himself an old Arctic voyager, and 
he deals with skUabniitg in the north of Scotland, deer-hunting in Nor- 
way, sealing in the Arctic Seas, bear-stalking on the ice-floes, the hard- 
ships of a journey across Gre nland, and a successful voyage to the back 
of the North Pole. This is, indeed, a real sea-yarn by a real sailor, and 
the tone is as bright and wholesome as the adventures are numerous. 

WESTWARD WITH COLUMBUS 

By Gordon Stables, M.D., CM. With 8 full-page Illustra- 
tions by Alfred Pbabse. Crown 8 vo, olivine edges, SI .50 . 

The hero of this story is Columbus himself. His career is traced from 
boyhood onward through the many hazardous enterprises in which 1 e 
was at various times engaged. The narrative deals chiefly, however, 
with the great naval venture which Columbus conducted across the At- 
Untic, and which resulted in the discovery of the American continent. 
There were many dangers which threatened to wreck this momentous en- 
terprise, but these weie all oveicome by this indomitable man. 

TWIXT SCHOOL AND COLLEGE 

A Tale of Self-reliance. By Gordon Stables, CM. With 8 
full-page Illustrations by W, Parkinson. Crown 8vo, 
olivine edges, SI .50. 

A story, the attractiveness of which lies less in the narration of startling 
adventures than in the incidents of home life which fill up the interval 
between the school life and college life of Fred Hal lam. The hero is 
presented by his father with an outlying cottage and garden on the farm, 
and the gift is turned to pleasant account as a place of residence for a 
whole menagerie of pets d^ar to the heart of most healthy-minded boys. 
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BY CEORCE MANVILLE FENN 

" Mr. Fenn is In the front rank of writers for boys."— Liverpool Mercury, 



DICK & THE FENS 

A Romance of the Great East Swamp. By George Manyille 
Fenn. With 12 full- page Illustrations by Fbank Dadd. 
Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

Dick o' the Fens and Tom o'Grimsey are the sons of a squire and a 
farmer living on the edge of one of the vast fen wastes, and their adven- 
tures are ot unusual interest. Shooting and fishing experiences are intro- 
duced in a manner which Bhould stimulate the faculty of observation, and 
give a healthy love for country life ; while the record of the feu-men's 
stealthy resistance to the great draining scheme iB full ol the keenest in- 
terest. The ambushes and shots in the mist and dark, the incendiary fires, 
and the bursting or the sea-wall, are described with Mr. Fenn's wonted 
skill in the management of mystery. 

" We have not of late come across an historical fiction which deserves 
to be so heartily and unreservedly praised as regards plot, incidents, and 
spirit as c Dick o' the Fens.' It is its autho 's masterpiece as yet." 

—Spectator. 

brownsmith's boy 

By Geobob Manville Fenn. With 6 page Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, 81.00. 

The career of t4 Brown smith's Boy" embraces the home adventures of 
an orphan, who, having formed the acquaintance of an eccentric old gar- 
dener, accepts his offer of a home and finds that there is plenty of romance 
in a garden, and much excitement even in a journey now and then to 
town. In a half -savage lad he finds a friend who shows bis love and fidelity 
principally by pretending to be an enemy. In " Brownsmith's Boy" there 
is abundance of excitement and trouble within four walla 

" 'Brownsmith's Boy' excels all the numerous juvenile books that the 
present season has yet produced." — The Academy. 

" Mr. Fenn's books are among the best, if not altogether the best, of 
the stories for boys. Mr. Fenn is at his best in this story." 

—Pictorial World. 

YUSSUF THE GUIDE 

Being the Strange Story of Travels in Asia Minor. By Geobge 
MANViLiiE Fenn. With 8 full-page Illustrations by John 
Sohonbebo. Crown 8vo, $1.00. 

Deals with the stirring incidents in the career of a lad who has been 
almost given over by the doctors, but who rapidly recovers health and 
strength in a journey through Asia Minor. The adventures are many, 
and culminate in the travelers being snowed up for the winter in the 
mountains, from which they escape while their captors are waiting for 
the ransom that does not come. 

u Scenes that will have great novelty and attraction, and the experien- 
ces with the brigands will be especially delightful to boys." — Scotsman, 
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" Oar boys know Mr. Fenn well, his stories having won for him a foremost 
place In their estimation.'— Pall Mall Gazette. 



THE GOLDEN MAGNET 

A Tale of the Land of the Incas. By George Manvtlle Fenn. 
With 12 full-page Pictures by Gordon Browne. Crown 
8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

The tale of a romantic lad, who leaves home to seek his fortune in 
South America by endeavoring to discover some of that treasure which 
legends declare was ages ago hidden by the Peruvian rulers and priest, 
to preserve it from the Spanish invaders. He is accompanied by a faith- 
ful companion, who does true service, and shows the dogged courage of 
the British lad during the strange and exciting adventures which befall 
them. 

44 There could be no more welcome present for a boy. The book will 
be read with breathless interest."— Journal of Education. 



IN THE KING'S NAME 

Or, The Cruise of the Kestrel. By George Manyille Fenn. 
Illustrated by 12 full-page Pictures by Gordon Browne. 
Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

"In the King's Name" is a spirited story of the Jacobite times, concern- 
ing the adventures of Hilary Leigh, a young naval officer in the pre- 
ventive service off the coast of Sussex, on board the KotreL Leigh is 
taken prisoner by the adherents of the Pretender, amongst whom is an 
early friend and patron who desires to spare the lad's life, but will not 
release him. The narrative is full of exciting and often humorous 
incident. 

u Told with the freshness and verve which characterize all Mr. Fenn* a 
writings and put him in the front rank of writers for boys. " — Standard. 



MENHARDOC 

A Story of Cornish Nets and Mines. By George Manville 
Fenn. With 6 full-page Illustrations by C. J. Staniland, 
RL Crown 8vo, $1.00. 

The scene of this story is laid among the granite piles and tors of Corn- 
wall. Adventures are pretty plentiful, but the story has for its strong 
base the development of character of the three boys. The sketches of 
Cornish life and local coloring are based upon experience in the bay, 
whose fishing village is called here Menhardoo. This is a thoroughly 
English story of phases of life but little touched upon in boy's literature 
up to the present time. 

44 Mr. Fenn has written many books in his time ; he has not often 
written one which for genuine merit as a story for young people exceeds 
this." — Scotsman. 
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BY GEORGE MANVILLE FENN 

•• No one can find his way to the hearts of lads more readily than Mr. Fenn." 

—Nottingham Quanlian. 

BUNYIP LAND 

The Story of a Wild Journey in New Guinea. By Georgb 
Manville Fbnn. With 6 full-page Illustrations by Gobdon 
Browne. Crown 8vo, $1.50. 

" Bunyip Land " is the story of an eminent botanist, wbo ventures into 
the interior of New Guinea in bis search for new plants. Years pass 
away, and he does not return ; and though supposed to be dead, his 
young wife and son refuse to believe it ; and as soon as he is old enough 
' oung Joe goes in search of his father, accompanied by Jimmy, a native 
lack. Their adventures are many and exciting, but after numerous 
perils they discover the lost one, a prisoner among the blacks, and bring 
him home in triumph. 

44 Mr. Fenn deserves the thanks of everybody for ' Bunyip Land, 1 and 
we venture to promise that a quiet week may be reckoned on whilst the 
youngsters have such fascinating literature provided for them." 

Spectator. 

PATIENCE WINS 

Or, War in the Works. By Georgb Manvillb Finn. With 
6 full-page Illustrations. Crown 8vo, $1.00. 

A graphic narrative of factory life.in the Black Country. The hero and 
his three uncles set up " a works," But find that the workmen are deter- 
mined to have no new-fangled machinery. After a series of narrow 
escapes and stirring encounters, the workmen by degrees find that no 
malice is borne against them, and eventually a great business is buih up, 
and its foundation laid on the good-will of the men. 

" An excellent story, the interest being sustained from first to last 
This is, both in its intention and the way the story is told, one of the 
best books of its kind which has come before us this year. " 

— /Saturday Review. 

NAT THE NATURALIST 

A Boy's Adventures in the Eastern Seas. By George 
Manville Fenn. Illustrated by 8 full-page Pictures by 
Gordon Browne. Grown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

Nat and his uncle Dick go on a voyage to the remoter islands of the 
Eastern seas, and their adventures there are told in a truthful and vastly 
interesting fashion. The descriptions of Mr. Ebony, their black com- 
rade, and of the scenes of savage life, are full of genuine humor. 

" Mr. Fenn has here hit upon a capital idea. This is among the best 
of the boys* books of the season."— Time*. 

" We can conceive of no more attractive present for a young natural- 
ist " — Land ami Water. 
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* Mr. Manville Penn may be regarded as the successor in boyhood's affec- 
tions of Captain Mayne Reid."— Academy. 



QUICKSILVER 

Or, A Boy with no Skid to his Wheel. By George Manville 
Fenn. With 10 full-page Illustrations by Frank Dadd. 
Grown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

Dr. Grayson has a theory that any boy, if rightly trained, can be made 
into a gentleman and a great man ; and in order to confute a friendly 
objector decides to select from the workhouse a boy to experiment with. 
He chooses a boy with a bad reputation but with excellent instincts, and 
adopts him, the story narrating the adventures of the mercurial lad who 
thus finds himself suddenly lifted several degrees in the social scale. 
The idea is novel and handled with Mr. Fenn's accustomed cleverness. 

" Mr. Fenn possesses the true secret of producing real and serviceable 
boys* books. Every word he writes is informed with full knowledge and. 
even more imports at, quick sympathy with all the phases of youthful 
life. In * Quicksilver ' he displays these qualities in a high degree." 

— Dundee Advertiser. 

DEVON BOYS 

A Tale of the North Shore. By George Manville Fenn. 
With 12 full-page Illustrations by Gordon Browne. 
Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

The adventures of Sep Duncan and his school friends take place in the 
early part of the Georgian era, during the wars between England and 
France. The scene is laid on the picturesque rocky coast of North 
Devon. Fishermen, smugglers, naval officers, and a stern old country 
surgeon play their parts in the story, which is one of honest adventure, 
with the mastering of difficulties m a wholesome manly way, minglea 
with sufficient excitement to satisfy the most exciting reader. 

" We do not know that Mr. Fenn has ever reached a higher level. 
• Devon Boys' must be put in the very front rank of Christmas books." 

— Spectator. 

" An admirable story, as remarkable for the individuality of its young 
heroes as for the excellent descriptions of coast scenery and life in North 
Devon. It is one of the best books we have seen this season." 

— Athenaeum. 

MOTHER CAREY'S CHICKEN 

Her Voyage to the Unknown Isle. By George Manville Fenn. 
With 8 full-page Illustrations. Crown 8vo, $1.00. 

A stirring story of adventure in the Eastern seas, where a lad shares 
(he perils of his rather, the captain of the merchant ship The Pttrel. 

"Jules Verne himself never constructed a more marvelous tale. It 
contains the strongly marked features that are always conspicuous in Mr. 
Fenn's stories — a racy humor, the manly vigor of his sentiment, and 
wholesome moral lessons." — Christian Leader. 
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THINGS WILL TAKE A TURN 

By Beatbicb Habradhn, author of "Ships that Pass in the 
Night" Illustrated, 12mo, 81.00. 

The charm of thia tale is its delicate, wistful sympathy. It is the 
story of a sonny- hearted child. Rosebud, who assists her grandfather in 
his dusty, second-hand bookshop. One cannot help being fascinated by 
the sweet little heroine, she is so engaging, so natural ; and to love Rose- 
bud is to love all her friends and enter sympathetically into the good 
fortune she brought them. 



TWO THOUSAND YEARS AGO 

Or, The Adventures of a Boman Boy. By Professor A. J. 
Church. With 12 full-page Illustrations by Adrien 
Marie. Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 

The hero is a young Roman who has a very chequered career, being 
now a captive in the hands of Spartacos, again an officer on board a 
vessel detailed for the suppression of the pirates, and anon a captive 
onoe more, on a pirate ship. He escapes to Tarsus, is taken prison -r in 
the war with Mithradates, and detained by the latter in Pontus for a 
number of years. 

" The book is extremely entertaining as well ss useful ; there is a 
wonderful freshness in the Roman scenes and characters."— Times. 



A CHAMPION OF THE FAITH 

A Tale of Prince Hal and the Lollards. By J. M. Calwkll. 
With 6 full-page Illustrations by Herbert J. Draper. 
Crown 8vo, $1.50. 

The earlier part of this story deals with the merry escapades of Prince 
Hal and his favorite, Sir John Oldcastle. Then the narrative deepens 
in its interest when the Prince asoends the throne as H«-nry V., while 
his old comrade becomes a Lollard and a champion of the new faith. As 
such, Sir John Oldcastle endures many hardships, and escapes from the 
Tower, but finally is captured by treachery and burnt at the stake. 

** A capital specimen of a historical tale, and a well told chapter in 
English hfe ana manners in the days of Henry of Bolingbroke." 

— The Spectator. 



THE WIGWAM AND THE WAR-PATH 

Stories of the Red Irdians. By Ascorr R. Hope. Illustrated 
by Gordon Browne. Crown 8vo, $1.00, 

u Mr. Hope's * Wigwam and War-path' is notably good ; it gives a very 
vivid picture of life among the Indians. "Spei tat or. 
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GOLD, GOLD, IN CARIBOO 

A Story of Adventure in British Columbia. By Olive 
PraLMPPS-WoLLEY. With 6 full-page Illustrations by 
G. C. HINDLEY. Crown 8vo, $1.25. 

Ned Corbett, and his companion, Steve Chance, set ont with a pack- 
train in order to obtain gold on the upper reaches of the Frazer river. 
Many difficulties lie in their path, but chiefly they are the victims of an 
unscrupulous Yankee. After innumerable adventures, and a liff-and- 
death struggle with the Arctic weather of that wild region, they find the 
secret gold mines for which they have toilsomely searched. 

WITH THE SEA KINGS 

A Story of- the Days of Lord Nelson. By F. H. Winder. 

With 6 full-page Illustrations by W. S. Stagey,, Crown 

8vo, 81.50. 
Philip Trevellon was an English lad who thought to become a Lord 
High Admiral like his hero, Horatio Nelson. By way of achieving this 
purpose, he ran away from home and joined a privateer. After taking 
part in the capture of a French frigate, he was captured by Corsairs ana 
sold into slavery. He escaped, and his subsequent bravery in a sea fight 
brought him an interview with Lord Nelson, and promotion. Having 
been appointed to the Victory he took part in the battle of Trafalgar. 

THE CAPTURED CRUISER 

Or, Two Tears from Land. By C. J. Htne. With 6 full-page 
Illustrations by F. Branowtn. Crown 8vo, $1.25. 

The central incidents in this realistic story of modern naval warfare 
deal with the capture, during the recent war between Chili and Peru, of 
an armed cruiser. The heroes and their companions break from 
prison in the harbor of Valparaiso, board this war-ship in the nigh , 
overpower the watch, escape to sea under the fire of the foits, fight two 
torpedo boats, and finally, after marvelous adventures, lose the cruiser 
among the ioe-bergs near Cape Horn. 

A TRUE CORNISH MAID 

By G. Norway. With 6 full-page Illustrations by J. Finne- 
mobe. Crown 8vo, $1.25. 

A story of the Cornish coast when the press-gang brought terror into 
all its seaports, and smuggling was an everyday practice. The heroine 
of the tale is sister to a younp fellow who gets into trouble in landing a 
contraband cargo, and shooting the officer in charge of the press-gang. 

YOUNG TRAVELLERS' TALES 

By Ascott R. Hope. With 6 full-page Illustrations by H. J. 
Dbafeb. Crown 8vo, $1.25. 

44 Possess a high value for instruction as well as for entertainment. 
His quiet, level humor bubbles up on every page." — Daily Chronicle, 
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THE LOSS OF JOHN HUMBLE 

What Led to It, and what Came of It By G. Norway. With 
8 full-page Illustrations by John Schonbebg. Crown 8vo, 
olivine edges, $1.50. 
John H amble, an orphan, is Rent to tea with his Uncle Rolf, the can- 
tain of the Erl King^ but in the ooarse of oertam adventures the boy is 
left behind at Portsmouth. He escapes to a Norwegian vessel, the Thor, 
which is driven from her course in a voyage to Ham me 'feat, and 
wrecked on a desolate shore. The survivors experience the miseries of 
a long sojourn in the Arctic circle, but ultimately, with the aid of some 
friendly but thievish Lapps, they succeed in making their way to a 
reindeer station and so southward to Tornea and home again. 

HUSSEIN THE HOSTAGE 

Or, A Boy's Adventures in Persia. By G. Norway. With 

8 full-page Illustrations by John SchOnrerg. Crown 8vo, 

olivine edges, $1.50. 

A narrative of the adventures of the young Prince Hubs in and bis 

faithful follower, Askar, in their endeavor to tree their oppressed tribe 

from the Persian yoke. They fall into captivity, are sold as slaves, 

but after escaping they attain success against the Persian forces. 

THE CLEVER MISS POLLETT 

By J. K. H. Denny. With 12 full-page Illustrations by Ger- 
trude D. Hammond. Crown 8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 
The story of a great fortune, and its attendant train of misfortunes. 
The Folletts are a middle-class family who suddenly found themselves 
in the possession of immense wealth, and the interest is obtained by 
showing what effect thia change has upon their various characters, 
With fine subtlety the author depicts the schemes, duplicities, worries, 
and disappointments which follow the Folletts in their efforts to scram- 
ble into society and make aristocratic marriages. 

A FAIR CLAIMANT 

Being a Story for Girls. By Frances Armstrong. With 8 
full- page Illustrations by Gertrude D. Hammond. Crown 
8vo, olivine edges, $1.50. 
An exciting story of a young girl, the rightful heir to a large for- 
tune, who has been kept out of it, but who moat honorably regains it, 
after much trial and difficulty. 

SOU'WESTER AND SWORD 

By Hugh St. Leger. With 6 full-page Illustrations by Hal 
Hurst. Crown 8vo, $1.50. 
•' As racv a tale of life at sea and war adventure as we have met with 
for Borne time. It is from first to last alive with incident and character, 
and 8 tamped with a ver*city that suggests actual experience by the 
author of the things he describes. . . . Altogether it seems the sort 
of book that boys will revel in."— Alhewevm. 
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IN FRESS-GANG DAYS 

By Edgar Pickering. "With 6 full -page Illustrations by W. b. 
Stagey. Crown 8vo, 31.25. 

44 It is of Marryat we think as we read this delightful story ; for it is 
not only a story of adventure with incidents well conceived and ar- 
ranged, but the characters are interesting and well distinguish*!." 

— Academy. 

ADVENTURES OF MRS, WISHING-TO-BE 

By Alice Corkban. With 3 full-page Pictures in colors. 
Crown 8vo, 75 cents. 

A book of charming fairy tales in which Cinderella, Little Bo-Peep, 
and other old friends appear. 

JOAN'S ADVENTURES 

At the North Pole and Elsewhere. By Alice Corkban. Il- 
lustrated. Crown 8vo, 75 cents. 

A beautiful dream-land story. 

DOWN THE SNOW STAIRS 

Or, From Good-night to Good-morning. By Alice Corkban. 
With 60 character Illustrations by Gordon Browne. 
Square crown 8vc, olivine edges, $1.25. 

41 A gem of the first water, bearing upon every one of its pages the 
signet mark of genius. . . All is told witti such simplicity and 
perfect naturalness that the dream appears to be a solid reality. It is 
indeed a Little Pilgrim's Progress." — ChrUUan Leader. 

MARGERY MERTON>S GIRLHOOD 

By Alice Corkban. With 6 full-page Illustrations by Gordon 
Browne. Crown 8vo, $1.25. 

The experience of an orphan girl who in infancy is left by her father, 
an officer in India, to the care of an elderly aunt residing near Paris. 

MEG'S FRIEND 

By Alice Corkban. With 6 full-page Illustrations by Robert 
Fowler. Crown 8vo, $1.25. 

Meg h\s been brought up by a woman who abuses the trust. She is 
removed to a lady's school and is ultimately taken into the house of a 
mysterious benefactor who proves to be her grandfather. After a long 
separation she onoe more meets the friend of her chi l dh o od. 
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A PRISONER OF WAR 

A Story of the Time of Napoleon Bonaparte. By Gr. Norway. 
With 6 full-page Illustrations by Robebt Barnes, 
A.R.W.S. Crown 8vo, 81.25. 

"More hairbreadth escapes from death by starvation, by ice, by 
Sghting, etc., were never before surmounted. . . . It is a fine yarn. 

— The Guardian. 

THE SECRET OF THE OLD HOUSE 

A Story for Children. By Evelyn Everett Green. With 4 
full-page Illustrations by L. TiKSLTK Brooke. Crown 8vo, 
81.00. 

44 Tim, the little Jacobite, is a charming creation." — Academy. 

SIR WALTER'S WARD 

A Tale of the Crusades. By William Evebabd. Illustrated 
by Walteb Paget. Crown 8vo, $1.25. 

44 A highly fascinating work, dealing with a period which is always 
suggestive of romance and deeds of daring." — Schoolmaster. 

THREE BRIGHT GIRLS 

A Story of Chance and Mischance. By Annie E. Armstrong. 
With 6 full-page Illustrations by W. Parkinson. Crown 
8vo, $1.25. 

44 The story is charmingly told, and the book can be warmly recom- 
mended as a present for girls." — Standard. 

4 'Among many good stories for girls this is undoubtedly one of the 
very best/ 1 — Teachers' Aid. 

A VERY ODD GIRL 

Life at the Gabled Farm. By Annie E. Armstrong. With 6 
full-page Pictures by S. T. Dadd. Crown 8vo, $1.25. 

41 We can heartily recommend the book, for it is not only bright and 
interesting, but also pure and healthy in tone and teaching." — The Lady. 

THE HEIRESS OF COURTLEROY 

By Anne Bealb. With 8 page Illustrations bv T. C. H. 
Castle. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, $1.50. 

44 We can speak highly of the grace trith which Miss Anne Beale re- 
lates how the young 'Heiress of Courtleroy' had such good influence 
over her uncle as to win him from his intensely selfish ways in regard 
to his tenants and others."— Guardian. 
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MISS WILLOWBURN'S OFFER 

By Sarah Doudney. Illustrated. Crown 8vo, $1.00. 

11 Sarah Doudney has no superior as a writer of high-toned stories; 
pure in style, original in conception, and with skillfully wrought-out 
plots." — Christian Leader, 

UNDER FALSE COLORS 

A Story from Two Girls' Lives. By Sarah Doudney. With 
6 full-page Illustrations by G.G.'Ktlburne. Or. 8vo, $1.25. 

A story which has in it so strong a dramatic element that it will attract 
readers of all ages and of either sex. The incidents of the plot, arising 
from the thoughtless indulgence of a deceptive freak, are exceedingly 
natural, and the keen interest of the narrative is sustained from be- 
ginning to end. 

THORNDYKE MANOR 

A Tale of Jacobite Times. By Mart C. Rowsell. With 6 

full-page Illustrations by L. Leslie Brooke. Cr. 8vo, 

$1.25. 

Is an old house near the mouth of the Thames which is convenient on 

account of its secret vaults and situation as the basis of operation in the 

Jacobite conspiracy. In consequence its owner finds himself suddenly 

involved by a treacherous steward in the closest meshes of the plot. He 

is conveyed to the Tower, but all difficulties are finally overcome and his 

innocence triumphantly proved by his sister. 

TRAITOR OR PATRIOT 

A Tale of the Rye-House Plot. By Mary 0. Rowsell. With 
6 full-page Pictures. Crown 8vo, $1.25. 

" A romantic love episode, whose true characters are life-like beings, 
not dry sticks as in many historical tales."— Graphic, 

HAL HUNGERFORD 

Or, The Strange Adventures of a Boy Emigrant. By J. R. 

Hutchinson. With 4 full-page Illustrations by Stanley 

Berkeley. Crown 8vo, $1.00. 
" There is no question whatever as to the spirited manner in which the 
story is told ; the death of the mate of the smuggler by the teeth of the 
dog is especially effective. * Hal Hungerford ' is a distinct literary 
success. " — Spectator. 

GIRL NEIGHBORS 

Or, The Old Fashion and the New. By Sarah Tytler. With 
8 full-page Illustrations by C T. Garland. Cr. 8vo, $1.00. 
"One of the most effective and quietly humorous of Mis-s Ty tier's 
s'orks. ' Girl Neighbors' is a pleasant comedy, not so much of errors as 
of prejudices got rid of, very healthy, very agreeable, and very well 
written. "—Spectator* 
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AN OLD-TIME YARN 

Wherein is set forth Divers Desperate Mischances which Befell 
Anthony Ingram and his Shipmates in the West Indies and 
Mexico with Hawkins and Drake. By Edgar Pickering. 
Illustrated with 6 full-page Pictures drawn by Anmitn 
Pearse. Crown 8 vo, $1.25. 

" An excellent story of adventure. Especially good is the description 
of Mexico and of the dungeons of the Ioauisition. while Don Di< go Polo 
is a delightful mix nre of bravery and humor, and his rescue of the 
unfortunate prisoners is told with great spirit. "An Old-Time Yarn 1 is 
thoroughly to be recommended. " — Ouaidian. 

SILAS VERNEY 

A Tale of the Time of Charles II. By Edgab Pickering. 

With 6 full- page Illustrations by Alfred Peabse. Crown 

8vo, 81.25. 
14 Mr. Pickering reels off the narrative with spirit, rather reminding 
us of Mr. Stevenson in such books as ' Kidnapped. 1 " — The Timet, 

COUSIN GEOFFREY AND I 

By Caroline Austin. With 6 full-page Illustrations by W. 
Parkinson. Crown 8vo, $1.25. 
The only daughter of a country gentleman finds herself unprovided 
for at her fathers death, and for some time lives as a dependant. ttbe 
finally makes a brave attempt to earn her own livelihood, and being a 
splendid rider, she succeeds in doing this until the startling event which 
brings her cousin Geoffrey and herself together again. 

HUGH HERBERTS INHERITANCE 

By Caroline Austin. With 6 full-page Illustrations by C. T. 
Garland. Crown 8vo, $1.25. 
• * A story that teaches patience as well as courage in fighting the battles 
of life."— Daily Chronicle. 

UNLUCKY 

A Fragment of a Girl's Life. By Caroline Austin. Illus- 
trated. Crown 8vo, 75 cents. 
A touching story of an unlucky girl at odds with her stepmother. 

LAUGH AND LEARN 

The Easiest Book of Nursery Lessons and Nursery Games. By 
Jbnnett Humphreys. Charmingly Illustrated. Square 
8vo, $1.25. 
14 One of the best books of the kind imaginable, full of practical teach- 
ing in word and picture, and helping the little ones pleasantly along a 
right royal road to learning " — Orqp/iic, 
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SOME STORIES OF ADVENTURE 



"HALLOWE'EN n AHOYI 
Or, Lost on the Orozet Is- 
lands. By Hugh St. Leger. 
With 6 page Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, $1.50. 
An exciting story of shipwreck 
and adventure in the South Atlan- 
tic. The HiUowe'en is found a 
derelict with only a girl on board, 
and after many experiences it is 
sailed to England. 



REEFER AND RIFLEMAN 
A Tale of the Two Services. 
By J. Perot Groves. Illus- 
trated. Grown 8vo, $1.25. 

THE SEARCH FOR THE 

TALISMAN 
A Tale of Labrador. By 

Henry Frith. Illustrated. 

Crown 8vo, $1.25. 

FAMOUS DISCOVERIES BY 

SEA AND LAND 
Illustrated. Crown 8vo, $1.00. 

STORIES OF THE SEA IN 
FORMER DAYS 

Narratives of Wreck and Res- 
cue. Illustrated. Crown 
8vo, $1.00. 



FROM THE CLYDE TO 

THE JORDAN 
By Hugh Callan. With 30 

Illustrations and a Map. 

Crown 8vo, $1.50. 

An interesting story of a bioycle 
trip through Europe and Palestine. 

UNDER THE BLACK 
EAGLE 
By Andrew Hiliiiard. Illus- 
trated. Crown 8vo, $1.00. 
The adventures of a young Eng- 
lish lad who was imprisoned in 
Russia and sent to SiDeria, from 
which he escaped across Asia. 

JACK OTANTHORN 
A Tale of Adventure. By 
Henry Frith. Illustrated. 
Crown 8vo, $1.00. 

THE V AR OF THE AXE 

Or, Adventures in South Af- 
rica. By J. Percy Groves. 
Illustrated. Crown 8vo, 
$1.00. 

TALES OF CAPTIVITY 
AND EXILE 
By W. B. FoRTEScuB. Illus- 
trated. Crown 8vo, $1.00. 



HISTORICAL STORIES 



A THANE OF WESSEX 

Being a Story of the Great 
Viking Raids into Somerset 
By Charles W. Whistler. 
Illustrated. Crown 8vo, 
$1.25. 

BROTHERS IN ARMS 

A Story of the Crusades. 
By F. Bayford Harrison. 
Illustrated. Crown 8vo, 
$1.00. 



TWO GALLANT REBELS 

A Story of the Great Struggle 
of La Vendee. By Edgar 
Pickering. Illustrated. 
Crown 8vo, $1.25. 

STORIESOFOLD RENOWN 

Tales of Knights and Heroes. 
By Asoott R. Hope. Illus- 
trated. Crown 8vo, $1.25. 

STIRRING EVENTS OF 
HISTORY 

Illustrated. Crown 8vo, $1.00, 
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SOME BOOKS FOR GIRLS 



THE WHISPERING WINDS 

And the Tales that they Told. By Mary H. Dkbknham. 
With 25 Illustrations by Paul Hardy. Crown 8vo, $1. 00. 

" We wish the winds would tell us stories like these. It would be 
worth while to climb Primrose Hill, or even to the giddy heights of 
Hainpstead Heath in a bitter east wind, if we could only be sure of hear- 
ing such a sweet, sad, tender, and stirring story as that of Hilda Brave 
Heart, or even one that was half so good." — Academy. 



By MRS. R. H. READ 
Dora : Or, A Girl Without a 
Home. Illustrated. Crown 
8vo, $1.25. 

4 * It is no slight thing to get a 
story so pure and healthy as this." 
— Academy . 

By AMY WALTON 
White Lilac : Or, The Queen 
of the May. Illustrated. 
Crown 8vo, $1.00. 
"Every parish ought to add 
* White Lilac ' to its Library." 
— Academy. 

By JULIA GODDARD 
The Golden Weathercock. 

Illustrated. Crown 8vo, 
$1.00. 

"A cleverly conceived, quaint 
story." — Saturday Rev if w. 

By MARGARET PARKER 
For the Sake of a Friend. 

A Story of School Life. Il- 
lustrated. Crown8vo,$1.00. 
A bright story of two good girl 
friends. 

By CLARA MULHOLLAND 
Naughty Miss Bunny : Her 

Tricks and Troubles. Illus- 
trated. Cr. 8vo f 75 cents. 
"This naughty child is posi- 
tively delightful.* 

— Ixindand Water. 



By M. CORBET-SEYMOUR 
Dulcie King: A Story for 

Girls. Illustrated. Crown 

8vo, $1.00. 

"An extremely graceful, well- 
told tale." 

By ROSA MULHOLLAND 
Banshee Castle. Illustrated. 
Crown 8vo, $1.50. 
The story of three bright and 
livelv young girls who fall heir to 
an old castle in the west of Ireland. 
Their struggles to live in it on lit- 
tle money, and their strange ex- 
periences, are deeply interesting. 
Four Little flischiefs. Il- 
lustrated. Cr. 8vo,75 cents. 
" A charming bright story about 
real children." — Watchman. 

Giannetta. A Girl's Story of 

Herself. Illustrated. Crown 

8vo, $1.50. 

" Extremely well-told and full of 
interest "—Academy. 
Hetty Gray: Or, Nobody's 

Bairn. Illustrated. Crown 

8vo, $1.00. 

41 Hetty is a delightful creature, 
piquant, tender, and true." 

— London World. 

The Late Hiss Hollingford. 

Illustrated. Crown 8vo, 75 
cents. 

This story was a special favorite 
of Charles Dickens, and the title 
was chosen by him. 



CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS 

153-157 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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